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Summary: The heir to berk disappeared 7 years ago. The chief, 
blacksmith, and one of the best warriors leave to ask the mysterious 
Dark Rider about Hiccup. Astrid and Hiccup however have to keep their 
secret life a secret. Will they succeed or will their world change 
for the better, or worse. 


1. Chapter 1: Connecting most of the dots 

This is Berk. A place where I once had hope, even in freezing to 
death temperatures, but now it's just full of misery. 

My village is strong, being here for several generations, and we 
haven't had a damaged building in 7 years, the most prosperous 7 
years we've ever had. Fishing, hunting, and sunsets have been better 
ever since the pests left. No, not the pests you're thinking of like 
mice, or mosquitoesa€ | oh noa€ we had _dragons._ 

I wish the sunsets were brighter for me, but ever since my family 
died out everything's been bleak. My wife was killed by a 
stormcutter, one of the rare species of the archipelago. Most people 
would leave our village after the news of someone being taken off, 
but not us vikings, we 

have stubbornness issues that we take to our graves. 

My son Hiccup had the worst type of stubborn, just like his mother, 
which is the only excuse I can come up for his "disappearance." When 
I first told him he was going to do dragon training he told me he 
"can't/won't" kill dragons, which I laughed off knowing once training 
started he'd be great, which he was. But then, he just suddenly 
disappeared the day when he was supposed to kill his first dragon. I 
should have probably listened to him when he argued about not going 
to training, and myself when talking with Gobber, and now I paid the 
price . 

I'm without family, without an heir, with the exception of Snotlout 



who's unsuitable but is all I have, and without hope. 


~k ~k ~k 

><p>"WHOOO H0000 ! " With speeds faster than lighting, and unmatched by 
any other dragon, a night fury sped through the clouds. However, this 
is no ordinary night fury, this is the alpha of the dragons of 
Freyja, the old nest of the now dead Red Death. He is also the 
partner and brother of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, the missing 
heir to the throne of Berk.<p> 

Many a viking has searched for the mysterious Death Rider, some 
giving up thinking they were chasing a shadow, and some convinced he 
was a God that would curse whoever crossed him. Many however believed 
him mortal, and wanted to claim him and the dragon he rode ' s head, 
for if they did a great glory and many riches would await them. 

Many also searched for the missing heir of Berk. Chief Stoick the 
Vast had set up a grand reward for whoever brought back his son. When 
he first made the declaration Stoick had believed due to the fact his 
son was a "hiccup" he would be easy to find, but was proven wrong in 
the 7 years his son was gone. Many gave up believing the heir was 
dead, or that he was just a made up figure formed in the bowels of a 
crazy, desperate, heirless chief's mind. 

What nobody knew however, was that the missing heir, and the Death 
Rider were one in the same. 

"What D ' ya reckon bud? Think we should go back home, or do some more 
flying before the sun sets?" A growl came in response. Hiccup 
couldn't speak dragonese, the name for the official language of the 
dragons, but he and his dragon had bonded so much that they could 
understand each other with a simple look. 

"Alright then Toothless, let's go see if Pache's doing okay." With 
that, they sped off to the dragon infested island they call home. As 
it came into sight Hiccup had to eye around it for the person he was 
looking for. His eyes trailed through the beautiful forest, which 
grew when the poisonous smoke was cleared, and through every cave on 
the non-active volcano. 

As they flew past every dragon, each one bowed in respect for their 
kind leaders. When they couldn't find who they were searching for 
Hiccup and Toothless looked for another dragon, who they found 
easily. When they in front of her cave a skrill exited. 

This teenage skrill had red markings on her wings instead of the 
usual light purple and had three claw marks across her eye that 
scarred when she was a cast out from her nest as a hatchling for 
being different. 

She was also Pache's dragon. 

She bowed down to her superiors and asked, "_What do you wish of me 
to do alphas ?"_ 

"_Do you know where Pache is? We wish to see her. Toothless 
replied . 

"_I believe she is in the hatchling cave. That's where she was headed 



after our morning flight. 

"_Thank you Dreamstriker . 

"_Happy to oblige. 

Toothless told Hiccup about the cave, but he only heard a warble. 
Luckily, he's heard that warble before and know it means hatchling. 
Toothless had used it many times when addressing Pache. Of course a 
growl was thrown in there as well meaning the word. Treacherous. He 
had used it often. 

"Alright, let's go give her a little surprise." Hiccup smiled evilly 
as Toothless gave what was a dragon version of a laugh. 

They flew to the outside of the hatchling cave, where all the eggs 
and newly hatched dragons were kept until they were old enough to 
leave with their parents. Hiccup got off Toothless and they quietly 
and slowly crept inside as they spotted their target. The dragons 
around them saw what they were doing, and ignored them knowing if 
they showed their respect the surprise would be ruined. 

Hiccup slowly crept up to the girl and jumped to tackle her when she 
turned around and was holding a newly hatched terror. Not wanting to 
harm the little creature Hiccup had to last-minute dodge them and 
bonked his head on the cave wall, making a loud 'clunk' sound. 
Toothless gave a laugh and the other dragons followed his lead 
wholeheartedly . 

"Useless reptile." Hiccup grumbled as he rubbed his now sore head. He 
looked over to the young 5 year old holding the young terror who had 
a big smile on her face as she giggled. 

"Nice try daddy, but I could hear you when you landed." she helped 
her father up. 

"I forgot about your hearing capabilities." He said and brushed the 
dust off his leather and gronckle iron armor. 

"Yeah, it seems to happen a lot. Oh, I almost forgotaC i look!" She 
held up the hatchling to her father. "He just hatched and doesn't 
have a mom or dad. I looked everywhere but nobody claimed 
him." 

"He's probably another one of those hatchlings from the invasives." 
The invasives were dragons that went into the nest for one thing, 
then left as soon as that task was completed. Many times it was to 
lay eggs. 

"Can I keep him Daddy, _pleeeeeeaaaaaaaaassee?_" she begged, giving 
her biggest dilated-eyed-Toothless look she could muster. Hiccup gave 
a loud sigh. 

"Very well. As long as you can take care of him." 

"YES!" she shouted before mumbling to the little dragon so her father 
wouldn't hear, "I knew it'd work." She gasped as she had a brilliant 
idea. "I'll call you Fiendish." 

"_0h NO, not ANOTHER annoying hatchling." _Toothless groaned and 



thought of the worst scenarios imaginable that could ever happen with 
two young kids. They couldn't read his mind, but his horrified look 
showed that it was probably the island catching on fire. Fiendish 
opened his toothless jaw and gave a big yawn. "_I think though he's a 
little too young to be in your care for now. Get one of the terrors 
to take care of him until he's about a week old." _Toothless advised, 
partially because he cared, and partially because he was 
scared . 

"_Ya, I guess so." _Pache sighed. She was able to understand, and 
speak dragonese having grown up around the language. She called over 
one of the experienced parental terrors and gave them 
Fiendish 

"_C'mon, let's go for a flight. That'll be fun, won't it?"_ Toothless 
tried to cheer up his niece. 

"_Ya, I guess." _she said and hopped on Toothless her father 
following, knowing what was going on. They dropped Pache off where 
Dreamstriker , or Striker for short, was. She got on and they flew off 
to enjoy the afternoon rain, not noticing what was just below them, 
hidden by the dark clouds. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I got onto the ship headed for dragon island. Recently, Trader 
Johann had stumbled upon an island inhabited by dragons and witnessed 
the Death Rider. For years, my chief had suspicions that the Death 
Rider had information on Hiccup because after doing a full blown 
island search he had discovered bolas and crevices that showed 
evidence of a downed dragon. Within further inspection it was showed 
that in a cove not far from the bolas there were blasts that matched 
the ones of a night fury during a raid. And guess who just happens to 
ride the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself? The Death 
Rider, and once Stoick connected what he thought was all of the dots, 
the first thing he did was call a meeting, and now me, Gobber, and 
Stoick are heading out to confront the dragon master. <p> 

I just hope they don't discover who he really is, who I really am, 
and who Pache is. 

7 years ago, I found out about Hiccup and Toothless when they were in 
the cove. I was going to tell the village, but they changed my mind. 
They ran away, but not after promising to see me when possible, and 
to use terror messaging. 

Later, I befriended a Nadder, Stormfly, who lives in the cove. Hiccup 
and I wrote to each other every day, having almost run every terror 
on the island to death. When Hiccup didn't write for about two weeks, 
I got worried until he explained the Red Death battle and his and 
Toothless's new responsibilities as alphas. 

Just as he promised though, he visited once every month, with a new 
leg too, and we became boyfriend and girlfriend. 4 months after I 
turned 16, I found out I was pregnant with Hiccup's child. The gods 
cut me some slack though, and I was sent on a mission from Gothi to 
collect 5 bottles of monstrous nightmare gel, which was the only way 
to heal one of the sick villagers. 


The journey and fight would have lasted an estimated 1 years if 



not for Hiccup. With his help, it only took a week, and a year later 
when I was 17, I returned home to many surprised villagers who 
thought I'd be gone longer. Gothi was able to heal the sick viking, 
and I got rewarded for my heroics. 

The baby had to stay with Hiccup though. I knew she'd be safe and 
taken care of with him though, so I didn't have any worries. He drew 
pictures of her and sent them to me. I keep every one of them safe in 
a chest hidden under a loose board in the floor. 

We named her Apachexaterrascorpioarosalight Treacherous (that ' s what 
toothless kept calling her) Hofferson. I know, it's a mouthful but we 
decided if we're going to go against tradition and have an oddball 
baby, why not have an oddball name. Only a year later did she, and I, 
become Haddocks when I married Hiccup Horrendous Haddock 
III . 

Keeping everything secret is the most difficult thing ever. Snotlout 
flirts and proposes to me all the time, to which I hurt him. I hide 
my wedding ring under the handle of my axe, and have to burn most of 
the letters Hiccup sends me, only keeping the ones I hold in my heart 
in the chest under the floorboards where I also keep everything about 
Pache . 

When I first learned about dragons I was worried about killing them. 
I'd have to in order to keep the village from suspecting, but then 
the raids stopped, making my life slightly easier. Every day though, 

I train. I don't want to be out of shape in case an attack happens. A 
few times Alvin and pirates have attacked, which is when I came in 
handy. I'm one, if not the best (with the exception of Stoick) 
warriors on Berk, which is how I earn money. 

I moved out of my parents house when I turned 20 and dug a tunnel 
from the cove to my basement, which is at the edge of the forest next 
to the chief's house. It took a year, but I did it, with Stormfly's 
help of course. Since Snotlout was declared _temporary __heir his 
ego's gone way up. He only had eyes for me which is annoying. I wish 
I could scream in his face that I'm married and since I have a kid my 
marriage is sealed, but I can't, so I'm going to have to deal with 
it. He's such a child. 

The twins have dedicated their lives to Loki, so whenever someone 
needs something like a building, boulder, or something difficult to 
move, the twins are on it carrying a bag of explosives with them. 
Fishlegs has begun to teach the children of Berk instead of Gobber, 
who retired when dragon training canceled. Gobber is now a dentist. 
Who ' da thunk it. Snotlout is a test subject on things like inventions 
when he's not training to _possibly_ become chief. 

The day he becomes chief is the day everyone blows up. 

Life on Berk is good, but I'm afraid if my secret life is discovered 
then everything will change. 

I snapped out of my thoughts as we pulled up to dragon island. I 
recognize it from the pictures Hiccup sent me. I saw the shadow of a 
skrill and night fury and knew they were leaving, much to my relief. 
It began raining so all the dragons are probably in their caves 
taking shelter. Everything was silent. The only noise being the 
crunch of the dirt under our boots and the raindrops splatting 



against the ground and ocean. 


We walked a little bit around the Island and the volcano, looking for 
some sort of passage. I knew where the entrance to the nest was, but 
couldn't tell them. I just hoped Stoick and Gobber wouldn't find 
it . 

We met back up at the boat to fill in our report. "It's like as if 
the island's dead. I haven't seen a single living thing here that's 
not green." Gobber said. 

"Aye, odd isn't it? It's like the beasts know we're here. But, why 
wouldn't they attack?" Stoick asked. 

"Maybe there are no dragons. We all know about Johann and his 
stories. Maybe this was just another wild goose chase." I tried to 
convince them so we could leave before a certain night fury and 
skrill could come back and be spotted. 

"No, they're here alright. I can smell the beasts. Maybe a wild goose 
chase is what they want us to think we're on. We can use that to our 

advantage. What seems like the most likely place devils would be 

safe? Inside no place anybody would dare venture. _The fires of 
hell._" he said and looked to the volcano. 

He'd figured it out. Inside the volcano was the core of dragon 
island. There would be no stopping him now. All I could do was hope 
the gods were in a good mood today, but with the rain falling like a 

flock of terrors to food, it didn't seem likely they were. 


2. Chapter 2: Mommy? 

Recently I was told to take care of a hatchling by the young 
princess. My third clutch of eggs died this year, so as an 
experienced parent, and having no babies I was the best caretaker for 
Fiendish . 

I began to think about Pache and her parents too. As dragons it is 
required to have two guardians, or at least a mother. Many species' 
mates leave after mating, having the mother to care for the 
hatchlings. But Pache didn't have one to watch over her. Her mother 
was on another island while her father had to take care of a child on 
his own. Pache was raised by males and around dragons, which are not 
her species. Yes, her mother wrote and made sure she was safe by 
staying on Berk, however... was there another option that was 
overlooked? 

I was drifting off into the darkness of sleep with Fiendish curled by 
my side, warmed by the ground I heated up, when I heard quiet 
footsteps. That's odd, most of the dragons are asleep by now. The 
alphas couldn't have come back already considering when they go night 
flying it's usually until the break of dawn. It also couldn't be any 
dragon in general, the footsteps don't match. 

An odd scent filled the air. Something I'd recognize from a thousand 
miles away. The scent of humans, more specifically. Berk. 

Many years ago I was prisoner there. I remember dragon training and 
how Hiccup freed us after he was chosen to kill Thiorson, the 



nightmare who he dubbed Hookfang afterwards. My dragon name is Mira, 
Sharpshot, the Nadder was Citera, Stormfly, who decided to stay with 
Hiccup's mate. The Zippleback is Dok and Shire, Barf and Belch. Why 
Barf and Belch I have no clue but it suits their Character. Then 
there's Olre, Meatlug, the Gronckle. 

The nightfury had no name before Hiccup called him Toothless. There 
were rumors it was so that death could not find him. But we know it 
was because of the Red Death. Toothless is an alpha dragon, this the 
Red Death always knew, but never told anyone else. He practically 
turned the young night fury inside out with his cruelty, not even 
giving him a name. We knew one day he'd snap, and so when the Red 
Death was dead because of him and his human partner we knew 

they were the ones to lead us. The nest has never been better because 
of them, and I wouldn't have it any other way. 

Which is why the humans being here are an immense threat. 

The next thing I know a hand grabs me and I'm face to face with one 
of the ugliest creatures I've ever seen with a long mustache and rock 
for a tooth. I roar to alert the others, but my cries are muffled. 

I'm shoved in a sack with a few other dragons. I hope the alphas come 
back quickly because we have a big problem. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Night flying is the best type of flying. The aurora lights, the 
stars, the moon. It's beautiful. I honestly can't think of anything 
better. It clears my mind, and takes all the worries away.<p> 

I never realized this until I met Pache. Night flying, before she 
rode me, was considered dangerous because of the toxins in the air 
the Red Death snored out. Pache is laying down on my back resting. 
She's not very good at sleeping so this is basically how you get her 
to do it. When she dozes off I take her home and put her in bed. 
Usually by now she'd have dozed off. Something's wrong. 

"_Pache, what is it?"_ I asked. 

"_I can sense something's wrong. She answered. "_Ia€|"_ She paused. 
I could hear her panting and could see her reflection in the water. 
She was sweating, and looked in pain. She was having another one of 
her visions . 

Pache can witness things that happened in the past. When she was four 
she was being bullied by some of the other hatchlings for being 
human. Then she caught sight of the same thing happening to her 
father when he was six, but with other humans his age. It gave her so 
many nightmares, but Hiccup solved her problem by talking to her, and 
making her a medicine. 

The thing is her visions are never good, by what she describes them 
as it feels like being in hell. 

"_Toothless! Something's wrong with Pache, it's another one . I 
said. Toothless nudged his rider who I felt take Pache off my back 
and into his lap. 


"Let's go guys." He said and we flew as fast as we could back to 



Frey ja . 


* * 


* 


><p>Hiccup immediately got off Toothless and ran to Pache's bed where 
he set her down. She had tears streaming down her face and was 
whimpering. Her father tucked her in and told Striker to watch her 
while he went to the medicine room with Toothless . <p> 

There was one thing that could always wake her up and make her feel 
better. Dragon nip. 

They raced to get some before the worst part of the vision camea€ 
the screaming. They were almost there when the black dragon pulled 
Hiccup behind a pillar giving him a look to be quiet. Hiccup listened 
for what he meant and heard voices, not just any voice, but his 
wife's. 

Also, Gobber's, and his father's. 

"_Stoick._" he whispered the name like it was poison. Hiccup is a 
forgiving man, but he has held a grudge against him like Toothless 
has to a whispering death. 

He peeked around the rock they were hiding behind and saw them 
stuffing Sharpshot into a bag. She was trying to alert someone, they 
could tell. It couldn't be heard, and if he hadn't had seen it the 
alert wouldn't have worked. 

Hiccup made a few clicking sounds which made a changeling. Multivine, 
appear. Toothless growled to him who nodded back in 
understanding . 

Multivine called a few other changelings who disappeared. Unaware of 
the invisible dragons, the Berkians walked through the caves, 
searching for their goal. 

Only when it was too late did they realize they were being watched as 
the changewings knocked them out, and brought them to their human 
alpha who tied them up to a rock pillar. After a few minutes they 
woke up, surprised about their capture. 

"Gah, the beasts got us." Gobber said. 

"Not surprised, the terror must've warned them. We shouldn't have 
taken her." Astrid scolded him. It was after all his idea. 

"No, Gobber was right, the beast smelled us and would've warned them 
anyway. Our situation was inevitable." Stoick said, trying to wiggle 
his way out of the restraints. 

Astrid sighed. _I now know what hiccup meant by one-sided 
conversations. He obviously got that viking stubbornness from his 
father_, she thought. "Gods help me." she muttered under her 
breath . 

Not long after the three began to argue, causing chaos, and causing 
the restraints to tighten and tangle, making it impossible to escape. 
"ENOUGH!" a voice shouted and everyone shut up. 



In the corner the vikings saw an outline of a person who went 
unnoticed the whole time. "I swear you vikings give me migraines with 
every word you speak." he said. 

"Who are you?" Stoick asked. If he could guess, it'd be the Death 
Rider, but he knows better than to jump straight into topics like 
that . 

"That information is not important." 

"Well then we're not telling you anything about us." Gobber said, a 
smug look on his face. 

"You don't have to. I already know who you are." the man said, as the 
smug look dropped. "You are chief Stoick the Vast, the blacksmith 
Gobber the Belch, and the shield maiden and fierce warrior, Astrid 
the Fearless." He was about to say Astrid Haddock, but remembered how 
stupid that ' d be. He mentally face palmed at the very thought of 
it . 


"How?" Stoick asked. 

"Let's say I'm an old acquaintance." Hiccup smiled. "I don't know why 
you're here, but I do know you've come for something. So, what'll it 
be?" There was silence. "It's either tell me and I'll _possibly_ help 
you, or stay silent and get burned to death. What'll it be?" of 
course he was bluffing. He'd never burn anyone to death. But bluffing 
always worked. 

Stoick frowned knowing all too well what the answer was. "We need 
your help in finding my son." he said. 

"The lost heir ey? Why do you want him? Heard he's just a Hiccup, 
pretty useless if you ask me?" 

"We know you know him. All I want is for him to come home. _Please._ 
If you know _anything._" Stoick beseeched. Hiccup thought for a 
moment. For a long moment. He could hear the sorrow in his father's 
voice. He really did feel bad. Hiccup did miss a few things, like the 
old smith he's come to know as a second father, the forest where he'd 
clear his mind after being bullied, or the forge where he'd express 
and create all his ideas, and had become his second home. 

And, there was Astrid. He missed her all the time. He felt bad for 
Pache not having a mother to learn things from, and not having people 
to learn social skills with. Maybe there was a chance for him on 
Berk . 

Hiccup blinked a tear, hidden by his mask, and exhaled. This was the 
moment to tell them everything. 

"I'm sorry, but I can't." He managed to finally say. 

There was everything to the advantage of going to Berk, except, what 
about the dragons? 

To say Stoick and Gobber were disappointed was an understatement. 
Their only hope of finding Hiccup was gone. There was an awkward 
silence for moment until little footsteps could be heard entering the 
room . 



All eyes turned to the little 5 year old holding a baby terror, face 
red from the nightmare. Toothless woke Pache up, and when he did she 
wanted to go straight to her father, ignoring what her uncle was 
trying to warn her about. 

She looked around the room and saw the three vikings. "Daddy, what's 
going on?" she asked in a shaky voice. Then, she spotted the women 
she had seen in only a few pictures. But she had memorized the face 
and knew exactly who she was. 

"Mommy?" she asked and took a step forward. Everyone had a surprised 
look on their face. Astrid's eyes began to water at seeing her 
daughter in person for the first time since she was a baby. 

"Astrid, what's she talking about?" Stoick asked. Hiccup groaned. 
Things took a wrong turn really fast. He walked over and cut her 
ropes. As they dropped, Pache ran over to her mother and gave her a 
hug as they both began to cry in happiness. 

Hiccup couldn't help himself as he walked over and hugged them both. 
Toothless, followed by Striker also walked over and joined in, not 
wanting to be excluded from the family reunion. 

"What the heck?" Gobber said. 

"I think we have some explaining to do." Astrid said as she smiled at 
her daughter and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. 

"Ya, a lot." Hiccup took off his mask. 

He thought he hadn't changed much over the years, but his 22 year old 
self is way different than the scrawny 15 year old he used to be. He 
had become more muscular, and had earned more thn a few scars over 
the years. He had grown his hair longer, and messily cut it. When 
Pache was 4, she learned to braid, which was when Hiccup began to do 
a few small ones. His jawline was sharp and had a small beard growing 
from where he had last shaved it a couple days ago. 

Vikings are proud of their hair. But Hiccup wasn't a viking, so he 
shaved his. 

When his own father didn't recognize him he felt a little 
disheartened, but knew it was for the better. 

"Who are you, really?" Stoick asked again. 

Hiccup paused as if he wasn't going to answer until he said, "That 
information is not important." "But I will tell you all you need to 
know is that I am the Dark Rider. Me and my dragon are the alphas of 
the nest of Freyja, and you are trespassing on our land." He 
said . 

"I honestly hate it when you get proud." Astrid shook her head in 
annoyance . 

"Yeah, but you know I can't help it." 

"Daddy, is Mommy gonna stay with us for good?" Pache asked, eyes 
filled with hope. 



"Ia€| I don't know honey." Hiccup's smile faded as he and Astrid 
shared a look of sadness knowing it's not that simple. 

Suddenly, Stoick charged at Hiccup and knocked him unconscious, 
taking advantage of him being off guard. While the reunion was going 
on, Stoick took out a knife he kept in his arm bands. Gobber tied up 
Astrid and Hiccup, and they ran out of the nest as quickly as 
possible before the dragons could notice their leader's 
disappearance . 

When they were on the boat Gobber said, "The girl must've escaped, 
she disappeared before I could get to her." 

"That's alright, she looks too young to do any damage. We won't need 
her. What we do need is my son back, and whether or not he wants to, 
the Dark Rider _will_ tell us. I'll make sure of it." Stoick said 
with a new type of anger in his voice. 

Learning your best warrior was a traitor is not a good feeling, 
especially if that warrior is Astrid Hofferson. But then again, 

Stoick thoughta€ | is that even her last name? 

Astrid' s thoughts were everywhere as she thought about what would 
happen when they went back to Berk. She'd probably be marked as a 
traitor, or worse. But if her daughter escaped, she knew despite what 
Stoick thought, that they would be saved. 


3. Chapter 3: the same treacherous name 

A growl emitted from the back of Pache's throat as she watched the 
Vikings drag her parents away, and sail back to the place they came 
from . 

"_What'll we do Pache?" _Strike asked. 

"_We gotta get them back." _She answered. 


"_How? " 


"_We gotta get help. C'mon, let's go. There has to be someone who 
will know what to do." _ 

"_Don't you dare Apachexaterrascorpioarosalight Treacherous, I won't 
let you be hurt while your father's gone." _Toothless stopped her 
before she got on the skrill. 

"_But Uncle, if we don't do anything, then wha€ | 

"_Your father will be fine. He can handle himself. You on the other 
hand are just a little girl. C'mon, it's late. You should go to 
bed."_ Toothless knew she couldn't sleep after a vision. The 
nightmares would be too strong. But, she could lay comfortably in her 
bed and be one less thing to worry about. 

While she did that Toothless would watch the shoreline, hoping that 
his brother would come home soon, safe, and sound. 


Pache pouted as she walked over to her bed. Striker tucked her in and 



curled around her, giving her warmth, and comfort apart from the 
vision . 

After about an hour and a half Toothless came in to make sure Pache 
was asleep, to which she faked. When he left, she cracked one eye 
open to make sure he did before hopping out of bed and packing. 

She packed clothes, put a notebook and charcoal pens in one of the 
bags of her belt, hid a dagger up her sleeve, and under her black 
leggings, and finally attached a mallet, her weapon of choice, on the 
side of her belt. Then, she put her black flats on, tied a red 
headband on her head and brushed out her side-swept bangs. Then she 
braided a small piece of her wavy, dirt-blonde hair, and let the rest 
fall down to her waist. 

Then, she got a staff from under her mattress. 

She had practiced with it every day ever since she saw her father 
play-fight with Toothless and thought it was the coolest thing in the 
world. She would secretly fly on Striker with it, and hid it under 
her mattress. It was a cheap hiding place, but it did it's job. 

She walked onto Striker's back, in between her wings, put on her 
black mask that covered the top part of her face, and whispered, 
"_C'mon, we have to go before Toothless knows we're awake and can 
catch up . " _ 

Toothless can always catch up. But the words convinced them that they 
could do what they hoped to achieve. 

With a new hope, they took up silently into the morning air, the pink 
sky being the only light to keep them awake during their long 
flight . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Berk . <p> 

The one place I hoped never to return to. Now, I'm being dragged 
through the villagea€| by my own fathera€ | to the jail cells. Ya, 
this is _just _how I wanted things to turn out. (hear the 
sarcasm? ) 

Next to me Gobber is taking Astrid. Many vikings were following, 
wanting to know what happened, and what was going on. Astrid and I 
looked at each other, telling ourselves to stay strong. At least, 
we're together on this. I wouldn't have it any other way. 

I'm happy Pache escaped. She's always been a slippery little girl. My 
father and Gobber greatly underestimate her, hence her middle name. 

In fact, it's not just her middle name. Let me break it up for 
you . 

Apache- Fast and majestic as the Apache horses from 
Xaterra . 

Xaterra- The village that she was born in, and that was the first to 
fully accepted dragons. 


Scorpio- Her zodiac symbol, which we learned about in Xaterra. Also 



just imagine scorpions, and you've got the bad side of Pache. You 
don't want to wake her up in the morning when she's got a dagger 
under her sleeve. 


Aros(e)- Her cheeks are rosy, and that was what we were originally 
going to have her middle name be. 

alight- When she was born, she lit up our world, and it was the crack 
of dawn when the sun shone its brightest. 

Complicated, but we made it fit. 

Stoick doesn't know what he's gotten himself into. Pache was raised 
around dragons, and has therefore taken on some of their 
personalities. For example, possessiveness. Never take a toy from a 
dragon, and never take parents from a little girl. 

I was shoved harshly in a cell while Astrid was put in the one two 
cells away. They were separating us. But, this is closer than we've 
been in years, so I'm alright with it. "Chief, what's going on?" 
Silent Sven asked. 

"We're going to have a meeting in the great hall." Stoick said. "And 
we'll have a trial in three days." He stared daggers at me. Then, he 
chucked my helmet at me which I hardly caught. Then everyone walked 
off to have their meeting. I looked to the sky, as if expecting a 
rescue mission soon. I didn't want anybody from the nest to get hurt, 
especially Pache. 

"Please be safe." I prayed. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p> "No , that's not possible, my daughter would neveraC | " Helga 
Hofferson defended her daughter. <p> 

"Then it appears you don't know her like you thought." Spitelout 
interrupted her, then looked around the room, sadly. "Apparently none 
of us did . " 

It's true, everyone thought they had figured her out, like she was an 
open book. When they looked at her, they looked at a perfect warrior, 
who trained every day, and wasn't an ignorant child like everyone 
else her age. They must've forgotten that nobody's perfect, and 
overlooked who she really was. 

Nobody really took the time to hang out with her, and get to know her 
personality, her feelings. To them, a good shield maiden didn't have 
that many feeling so that they wouldn't have a disadvantage in 
battle. So, they assumed her rock-like attitude was because of that 
reason, but it was however to hid her actual self. 

"I agree with Mrs. Hofferson, I mean, we all know Astrid' s madly in 
love with me." Snotlout boasted. Everyone in the room groaned in 
annoyance. While Snotlout 's ignorance blocked out Astrid' s denial, it 
didn't block out the village. 

"Snotlout, not now, _pleeeease Gobber said as he rubbed his 
temples to get rid of the headache that began to form. 



"Sorry, just stating the facts." He held his hand up. 


"What facts? I didn't hear any facts? Did you?" Tuffnut asked. "Maybe 
he means the fact that he's an idiot." Ruffnut explained. "Yeah, that 
makes more sense. A definite fact that is. I mean, let's face the 
facts, Snotlout's facts are not actually facts. And another fact is 
thata€ | " Ruffnut punched Tuffnut. "Shut up, we get it." 

"Anyway, what are we going to do about the Death Rider? Isn't he 
like, the leader of an entire nest of dragons. Something bad could 
turn out from us taking him." Fishleg said. 

"I don't think so, there was another alpha who could take care of the 
nest. If we know anything about the beasts, it's that they're 
mindless. They wouldn't take a chance just for one person, even if he 
is their leader. I think we're safe." Gobber said. 

"What ' re we going to do with the Hofferson lass?" Spitelout 
asked . 

"We're going to have a trial in three days, just like I said." Stoick 
answered . 

"Won't he have time to like, escape or something. Not that he'd be 
able to under _my_ watch, buta€ | you know." Snotlout boasted. 

Stoick rubbed the bridge of his nose. "If you're so sure Snotlout, 
why don't _you_ watch him overnight." He suggested. 

"What? Me? Ia€ i I'd love to but Ia€ ! " 

"Very well, then, Snotlout's got night duty. You're all dismissed." 
Stoick interrupted him before he needed 5 blocks of ice tonight. 

It was final, Snotlout was guarding the Dark Rider and Astrid. All 
night. By himself. Nothing to do. This would not turn out 
wella€ | 

For him. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Pache has been flying for about a whole day now, and she was 
pooped. She needed her sleep, being a growing 5 year old. She wished 
she was in her bed while her father was tucking her in and singing 
her favorite lullaby. <p> 

But that couldn't happen until she got him back. And she wouldn't 
rest until she accomplished that. 

She was searching the area for any sign of help, but all she saw was 
blue, until a few minutes later an Island came in 
view . 

"_Dreamstriker , land there ! "_ She said, and the skrill dove down to 
land on the docks. When she planted her feet, everyone around them 
began shouting in fright. Then, one man stepped forward. 

"Who are you, and what do you want?" The man asked in a scratchy 
voice . 



She took off her mask. "I am Pache, princess of the dragon nest of 
Freyja. I need help to help rescue my dad. He was captured by Berk. 
Can you _please_ help." She begged. 

The man rubbed the chin under his thick, black beard, considering 
what she was saying. "Tell me girl, who is your father?" 

"His name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III. _Please_ help." She 
repeated . 

He paused for a moment, before answering, "We will help you. C'mon, 
let's talk about what happened." How quickly he had come to that 
confusion seemed odd, but desperation for help erased the 
thought . 

"You wouldn't mind my dragon, would you? I understand if you want her 
to stay here . " 

"Oh, no, no, no, no, no. In fact, if you would let us, we'd like to 
learn how to ride them as well." A crazed smile crossed the man's 
face, but was overlooked by Pache 's excitement in more people like 
the ones at Xaterra. 

"Of course, I'd love to." She said, and skipped after the large man. 
"By the way, who are you?" 

"I am the chief of the Outcasts, Alvin the Treacherous." Pache could 
have sworn she'd heard that name before, but brushed it off as a 
coincidence . 

"Hey, treacherous is my middle name." She laughed at the 
coincidence . 

"Is it now? Just because of that, you're going to get a special 
surprise . " 

"What is it?" 

"If I told you, it wouldn't be a surprise." 

"When will I get it?" 

"Soon, very, _very_, soon." And they walked off to the arena to talk 
about their plan, while Alvin made a separate plan in his mind, and 
thought about the great surprise he was going to give his rival's 
granddaughter . 


4. Chapter 4 : The good and bad lie 

"No-good stinkin' Death Rider. Now, my gorgeous face won't be able to 
get its beauty sleep." Snotlout complained to no one in particular as 
he walked to have the night guard. 

When he reached there he took a two plates of fish left there so he 
could give to the prisoners for dinner, and walked over to Astrid's 
cell first. When she saw him, she sighed. 


"Of all the peopleaC | " 



"Hey there babe. Brought you your dinner. Listen, I know what they're 
saying about you are lies. We both know our relationship i " 

"Let me stop you there. We don't have a relationship, and we never 
have. Yes, I am married and have a child, so there's no taking it 
back. I don't want to talk to, see, or hear you unless you have 
something productive to say." She was in his face now, the only 
reason she wasn't punching him was because of the bars. 

"Well, for someone who says that, you seem to be awful close." He 
smiled and puckered his lips hoping for a kiss. 

"In your dreams Snot face." She took her food and dumped it on his 
head . 

Unfazed by her obvious denial, he said, "Don't worry about that babe, 
accidents happen. I'll get you a new plate of food." 

"I don't want your food, and I don't want your charity. Just go 
away." She walked over to the dark corner where she seemed to 
disappear into the shadows. 

Snotlout walked away, finally understanding that his "friend" wanted 
to be left alone, and walked to feed the next prisoner. 

He took the food and threw it on the cell's dirt floor. "There's your 
supper demon." He spat at him, hoping to make him mad. 

But he said nothing, nor did he do anything. He just sat there, 
staring at Snotlout through the eyes of his mask. The green eyes 
seemed to say enough, their forest-like hue showing no signs of 
attack, or peace. They seemed to stare daggers, while at the same 
time, staring comfort. This man would be harder to figure out that 
Snotlout thought it would be. 

"So, the Death Rider, huh? Bet that name is all talk, after all, you 
do seem on the skinny side." Hiccup gave no response, all he did was 
stare. "Hey, you gonna eat your food, after all you live with 
dragons. Dirt must be minor compared to raw livestock." Snotlout 
stereotyped dragons, trying to make the man behind bars angry, but to 
no use. 

"You know what Snotface?" Hiccup softly asked, to the surprise of his 
old bully. 

"H-how do youa€ | " 

"I know many things about you Snotlout, one of which is your 
attraction to my wife. _Back off."_ his voice was full of sincere 
anger, and it scared Snotlout. 

"Your mind games won't work on me, Loki spawn." Snotlout tried to 
size him up, but his voice was shaky. 

"Isn't that what you used to call your old cousin? Loki spawn?" 

Hiccup asked, making Snotlout even more scared. 

It was true though. Snotlout and the twins would call him that due to 
one fact. His birthmark. Hiccup had an odd birthmark, or at least 



that's what they thought it was. It was a black speck, right on the 
back of his neck. Once when a night fury was in the woods, his father 
sent a hunt after it, but it fled only leaving a few scales. 

A few black specks that matched Hiccup's birthmark on the back of his 
little 4 year old neck. All the villagers began to resent him, and 
Hiccup didn't know why until he was 9, when he discovered the scales 
in his father's desk drawer. 

Him and the other kids his age were friends back then, but suddenly 
everything changed. Their parents all told them about the cursed 
heir, and their innocent, viking, 4 year old minds twisted the tale 
into something worse than it actually was. Nobody knew about the 
bullying, but they knew they weren't friends either. 

"You shouldn't get involved in things you don't understand." Hiccup 
scolded him in a mocking manner. At that, Snotlout ran for the hills, 
or in this case, the chief's house. 

When he was gone. Hiccup picked up the fish and observed how it was 
completely clean. Then, as he flipped up his mask and ate it he took 
the cloth on the floor that he had laid down. Of course Snotlout 
would try to throw it in the dirt. How predictable. 

"Job well done Hiccup, job well done." He smiled at his 
cleverness . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I was sitting at my house, eating my dinner, and holding an ice 
block to eliminate my headache when Snotlout burst through the 
door . <p> 

"Chief. . ._pant_. . . Stoick. . ._pant_. . . the Death Rider. . ._pant_a€| 
knowsaC | " 

"Now, hold on there. Take a breath." Stoick said and Snotlout fell on 
the floor in exhaustion. He wasn't exactly in shape. Not that he was 
fat or anything, but he sure wasn't skinny either. Stoick walked to, 
and hovered over his nephew. After a few more gasps Snotlout said, 
"TheDeathRiderknowsinf ormat ionaboutHiccupandldon ' tknowhoworwhyandlthou 
ghtyoushould 

know . " 

Despite the fast paced, quiet, raspiness of his voice, Stoick could 
decipher every single word. He was used to this type of ranting from 
Snotlout . 

He ran out of the house, leaving Snotlout there, and headed to the 
forge where Gobber was working late night. 

Gobber held a hot iron sword he was working on, but almost dropped it 
and burned himself when his best friend came running in. 

"Gobber, I need you assemble everybody for a council meeting." 

"Why? Is it for a new law to ban people sneaking up on others and 
nearly burning their only hand off?" Gobber asked, shooting an angry 
glare at Stoick. 



"This is serious." 

"I know, but still it'd be nice to know that limbs are safe." He said 
and hobbled off to gather the council members. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"So, do you understand the plan?" Alvin asked. Him and Pache have 
been working on the plan for quite a while now, and was about to head 
to get something to eat.<p> 

"Of course I understand the plan. I'm 5 years old after all." She 
ha If -bragged . 

"Of course you are. And you being 5 also means that you must be 
really strong as well." 

"Yep, I'm a big girl. That's what my daddy says." 

"And, you know because you're a big girl, you have to deal with big 
people problems, right?" 

"Of course. I used to read the letters my mommy and dad sent to each 
other. Sometimes I feel bad that they have to be apart, and wish I 
could help. But if my dad knew I saw the letters, he'd ground me 
forever." Her face paled at the very thought of it. 

"Good." His smirk became so terribly treacherous that it frightened 
the young girl, and she knew seeking this man's help might've been a 
mistake . 

"Whaa€ | " two outcasts came and grabbed her, then tied her 
up . 

"Because you're such a big girl, you must understand that why I'm 
doing this. You see, Stoick has been a thorn in my side for so many 
years . 

"Who ' s Stoa€ | " 

"We used to be friends, but when I tried to do something different, 
he banished me from the Island, and anyone who liked the idea of what 
I was doing. I was close to giving up on my revenge on him, until you 
flew in on the back of that skrill." He gestured toward Striker who 
was tied up and held down by 6 outcasts. 

"Dreaa€ | " her mouth was gagged before she could finish calling for 
her friend. 

"You gave me another chance at what I do best, being treacherous. And 
due to that fact, I guess that makes you pretty treacherous as well." 
He seemed to stare right into her soul, and she wanted to cry, but 
held strong. "Welcome to the real world, a world without flying 
through the sky, without a wonderful father who ' d do anything for 
you, and without any hope for anyone to save you." 


With that, he snapped his fingers and the outcasts took Dreamstriker 
and Apachexaterrascorpioarosalight away. But, they weren't going to 
the dungeons, they were walking toward a boat. "Tomorrow night boys. 



we attack Berk!" He shouted and the Outcasts cheered. 


* * 


* 


><p>"He knows about Hiccup. No matter how much he denies it, he's a 
liar. I knew it!" Gobber said.<p> 

"I say we go and question him right now. Drag him by his hair if we 
have to!" Spitelout said. 

"What if he escapes? He could order all his dragons to take my sheep 
Not the sheep!" Not-so Silent Sven shouted. 

Soon all the members of the council were shouting at each other all 
at the same time. Only when one of them reached for his dagger did 
Stoick intervene. 

"Everybody BE QUIET!" They did as their chief said. "Now, I 
understand how you all feel about this, but we must remain 
calm . " 

"But Stoick, surely you of all people would want to speak to him 
immediately . " 

"More than you can imagine." He responded. "But, we can't go about 
acting like madmen because of it. We'll have the trial moved to 
tomorrow night instead of three days. Sven, can you alert 
everyone ? " 

"Of course Chief." He answered and ran out to do his 

job . 

"Spitelout, can you guard the prisoners tonight? I can't think of 
anyone more suitable for the job." _Other than Gobber, Sven, Ogden, 
Aurtha, etc._ He thought. 

"Definitely." His face taking a proud shape as he walked 
away . 

"Gobber, I need you to ready the weapons. Everyone's going to need 
theirs for this trial. After all, if those dragons somehow _do_ 
decide to attack, which is unlikely, we're going to have to be 
prepared . " 

"Aye." He answered and hoveled off. 

"Everyone else, you're dismissed." Everyone left, talking quietly to 
themselves so their chief wouldn't hear their gossip. 

But he heard every word of it. He always did, but they didn't know, 
and he didn't show it. He'd heard talk about his son, about his wife 
and about him. He'd heard the good, and the bad. His favorite one 
used to be about how when he was a baby he'd popped the head clean 
off a dragon's shoulders. Now, it's the one about how his son might 
someday come back, and kill the Death Rider due to the act he was so 
good in dragon training. 

How wrong all the rumors were, despite what everyone thought. 



><p>Back on the island of Freyja, Toothless had a full-on search 
party going on for Pache and Striker. <p> 

"_Sir, I don't think they're on the island, they must've left."_ One 
of the scouts reported. 

"_No , they must be here somewhere." _He denied it, even though he 
knew it was true. When he went into her room, most of her clothes, 
which wasn't much, were gone. All the necessities that she needed 
were gone, meaning she took them with her. Even her scent was off the 
island. No other dragon could smell it, but he could. As soon as he 
saw her room empty he knew she was gone, but searched nonetheless for 
his brother's daughter, hoping that he hadn't lost yet another loved 
one . 

But it was too late, and like the little slippery girl she was, she'd 
escaped right under his nose. 

He sighed, "_Send a couple scouts along the nearby islands, and if 
they, or any sign of them is spotted then you report back to me 
immediately." _ 

"_Yes sir . The little terror said and flew off. 

He looked out to the horizon, hoping to see his brother come back, to 
see his niece and her skrill riding back toward their home, but he 
knew it wasn't going to happen. 

"_Please be safe, my little Treacherous niece. He whispered and 
half -laughed . 


5. Chapter 5: You shouldn't tell lies 

Being prisoner isn't fun. But being held prisoner by outcasts in the 
middle of a storming ocean in a creaky, run-down boat definitely 
isn't fun. 

Pache was in the boat's dungeon. One of her wrists had a chain 
attached to the floor. She looked around her environment and noticed 
there was a guard outside. Luckily, he was sleeping. Her being a 
little girl she wasn't heavily locked up. Alvin didn't listen about 
her being a big girl. Pache was counting on that in case she was 
betrayed . 

"_Always have a spare plan. You never know who you can trust. For 
example, your father and I have spare prosthetics just in case ours 
break. Her uncle had warned her. That was the day she had been 
given her red headband. IT doesn't look like anything special, except 
on the inside of it was a scale from Toothless, Stormfly, Striker, 
and a recently added one from Fiendish. Those were the dragons' 
scales. The other two were from the back of her and her father's 
neck, where their birthmarks were. Oddly, it grew back. 

Each scale filled her with hope, knowing her family was with her in 
some way. It also reminded her of who her family was. And who _she_ 
was . She was Treacherous . 


The guard was so deep in his sleep that his snoring sounded like a 



war horn. She crept over to him silent as a mouse, despite the creaky 
floor boards, and took the key to open the cell. Remembering the 
chain, she slipped her small wrists right out of it. They were too 
big to actually fit her. 

Then, she opened the door and knocked the guard out. She didn't want 
him waking up. Creeping on to the deck, she heard a familiar roar and 
turned her head to the center of the ship. Striker was tied to the 
mast . 

She found her bag and weapons in a barrel and silently walked over to 
her dragon. Reaching into it, she brought out a dagger and began 
picking at the locks. In the middle of it, she felt a hand grab her 
by the scruff of her shirt collar and lift her up. 

"What do you think you're doing lass?" 

She struggled to get out of his grasp. "Let me GO." she shouted and 
kicked him in the groin. He released her but then another man picked 
her up. 

"Slippery little devil aren't you?" Alvin asked. "We'll take care of 
that . " 

So, now she has chains on both of her wrists, and two guards guarding 
her. But, Outcasts never learn and they were both asleep. Like last 
time, she took the key that opened her cell, and knocked the guards 
unconscious. The shackles however weren't going to slip off like last 
time . 

Luckily, she hid a dagger in her sleeve when she kicked the outcast 
in the nuts. She knew when she was caught, she wasn't going to 
escapeaC i yet. She picked at the locks which came off, and 
exited . 

And, just like last time she was caught freeing Striker. 

Now, she had chains on her wrists, and one of her ankles and two 
_awake_ guards. So, she took out a bobby pin from her hair and picked 
the locks. Since the guards were alert she couldn't knock them out as 
easily, so this time she pulled at a loose board on the ceiling and 
slipped through that. 

Sadly, she landed right smack in the bathroom where luckily nobody 
was . 

"Thank Thor and all the other gods that exist." She praised. Until a 
man walked in and locked her up again. "Curse Loki . " 

Now, she had chains on her wrists, ankles, and a guard _inside_ her 
cell, and three outside. 

"Hi." She said to the man staring at her. When he didn't reply, she 
tried again. "Hi." No answer. "Hi." An irritated frown appeared in 
his face. She gave an evil smile. 

"Hihihihihihihihihihihijihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 

ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihihihihih 

ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 

ihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 

ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihih 



ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihi 
hihiihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihh 
ihhihihihiihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihhihhihhihihihiihihihihihihihihihihih 
ihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihihia 
€|" It continued for 2and a half hours. 

" GAAAH , SHUT UP YOU LITTLE HALF-BRAINED, ANNOYING, TERRIBLE, 

SHE-DEMON, TREACHEROUS LITTLE CHILD!" The guard finally snapped. All 
of them had their eyes shut tight and their ears covered. There was a 
moment of silence. Smiling, and thinking he'd won, the guard opened 
his eyes. 

Only to find the so called "she-demon" was gone. 

"What thea€|?" **BAM**. He was knocked out, as were all the other 
guards . 

"This time, this time for sure." Pache said as she ran out on the 
deck and hurriedly tried to release Striker. But, when the chain was 
unlocked it triggered off a trap which caused her to be pinned down 
by a net . 

"I swear girl, you're getting on my last nerve." Alvin scowled. 

"You have a nerve? I thought you were just made of stupidity." She 
smiled. It was short lived as the giant man came over, took her out 
of the net, and punched her, knocking her back five feet. She felt 
her cheek which would leave a big bruise. 

"Maybe that'll teach you some respect." He spat. 

The skrill behind him was going nuts, trying to charge and kill him, 
but failing due to the chains. He turned to all of his crew members. 

"I want half of you guarding her cell. Every part of her that can be 
chained shall be. If you find any loose board, or anything on her she 
can escape with, fix it. If she attempts to escape, you have my 
permission to teach her a lesson." He turned to her as if to prove 
his point. Her cheek was already purple, and he smiled due to her 
speechlessness, and the tears in her bright, green-blue eyes. 

They did as he said, and they did it well. She was chained to the 
wall, floor, ceiling, and bars. The cuffs were on her neck, ankles, 
wrist, and neck. Then, her feet and hands had cuffs that surrounded 
them wholly. It appeared there was no way to escape. 

But there was one last strategy she could use. 

"It's in these situations my father says. Go hard, or go home." She 
whispered so nobody could hear. Then, she faked trying to escape by 
wiggling around and kicking one of the guards in the shin. She 
couldn't move her shackles enough to kick him in the place she 
wished, so the shin would have to do. 



"Stupid little girl, you need to listen." The guard said. He took out 
a knife and was going to cut her a little. 

"NO!" She resisted and kicked him again, and again. She struggled in 
his grasp, making him angrier and shouted in his face. In order for 
her plan to work she needed the torture to hurt. After a few more 
minutes, the guard had her pinned. 

"Shouldn ' t ' ve done that ya little brat." He snickered. "I've been 
waiting to do this ever since you first said hi." Pace braced 
herself. This was going to hurt. He took the knife and cut three 
slash marks across her eye, making it look as if it was made by a 
dragon's talons. The pain hurt indescribably and she screamed like a 
banshee. "Now, it'll match your bloody skrill." He said, and 
left . 

She was left crying, and with blood around her eye. Instead of 
normal, salt water tears, these tears left burnt marks on her skin. 
They were acid. 

She let the tears roll down his cheek and into the locks, which 
burned and clicked open. The metal melted and when it cooled due to 
the cold air, molded to the floor. They could never be used again if 
they ever tried to tie her up. They were too misshapen. 

One of her eyes were too bloody to see through, and the other was 
burning . 

Many years ago, when Pache was 2 she accidentally ran into dragon 
fire, thinking it'd be safe because all the other hatchlings did it. 
It was a bad idea. Dragon fire burns hotter than other fire around, 
and burns longer too. The pain was excruciating, and her arm might've 
had to be amputated if not for the healer in Xaterra. She knew the 
only way to heal a burn as bad as Pache 's was with the blood of the 
same beast that caused the incident. 

So, they brought out a teenage skrill with red markings on her wings. 
She was unaware of the young girl playing around and accidentally 
burned her. The healer took out a needle and injected the skrill 's 
blood into Pache' s. Her whole arm healed almost instantaneously, and 
due to the fact that they share each other's blood, Pache and the 
skrill took a liking to each other and became riders. Toothless was 
of course a little overprotect ive from then on, and made sure the 
skrill was watched. 

When Pache was 4, her first vision happened. Nobody could calm her 
down. And, the worst part happened. The screaming. Because that's 
when the tears rolled down, and burned her face, making her scream 
even more. It happened a couple more times during the first month of 
her vision. The skrill remembered something about her young friend. 
She loved lightning and thunder. 

So, she flew outside and made some. The noise rattled to Pache 's 
room, and the flashes creating white reflections throughout the 
tunnels. She immediately fell asleep, and the visions stopped. The 
next morning, the skrill was named Dreamstriker . 


And now the poor beast was tied to a mast, listening to her best 
friend scream. 



><p>"NOO!" I woke with a start. I've had nightmares before, but this 
was terrifying and making me shake where I lay. How I hope it's not 
true. It was just a nightmare after all, even though it seemed so 
real . <p> 

"_I'll be back soon, okay hun?" Hiccup said to his daughter. _ 

"_Okay Daddy." She said and gave him a goodbye kiss on the cheek. Her 
father climbed on his Toothless, and flew off. But, he couldn't help 
but look back, and when he did he saw a fleet of outcasts attacking 
the nest._ 

_And, he saw Pache getting dragged out and onto the ship. "C'mon bud, 
we gotta help." He tried to say, but no words came out, and Toothless 
was gone. Hiccup was falling to an icy water death. But, as he looked 
on the ship, he saw Toothless and Dreamstriker tied to the mast, 
dead, and Pache being beaten by Alvin, her acid-teared face and 
screams haunting his head. "N0000!"_ 

And then the nightmare ended. He had always worried about Pache being 
out there. She was only 5 after all, even though she could be as 
slippery and Treacherous as a grown, master assassin. 

The image of Toothless and Striker dead, and Pache being beaten up 
haunted his eyes. The screaming, echoing through his mind. 

_What ifa€| NO, I mustn't think think that way, she'll be fine. 

She'll be fine._ Hiccup kept repeating the thought in his head, and 
when he felt more confident in her, fell back asleep. 

Only to be waken up five minutes later with a splash of 
water . 

"Here's your food, devil." A viking threw his food on the ground, but 
it had a plate so it wasn't coated in dirt. 

"Hey Oark the Obnoxious." Hiccup said and flipped the bottom part of 
his mask up to eat. 

"H . . . how . . " 

"You know, this reminds me of the time you were in prison. Felt 
terrible, didn't it? But, unlike me you had someone to help you out. 
What was his name againa€ i ah yes, I remember. Hiccup." It was true. 
When Oark was in prison for not paying a debt. Hiccup had brought him 
food and water until his sentence was lived out. It was for about two 
years Oark would never tell anyone, but he liked the boy's presence. 
Being in prison actually seemed enjoyable. 

But, when he got out he ignored the young man completely, and like 
the rest of the village, the insults at him every once in 
awhile . 

"Ever remember what you called him afterwards? Useless, No good. 
Obnoxious. Then again, was he really? Oh, what am I saying, of course 
he was. After all you insisted on it." Oark was speechless. 



"You shouldn't tell lies, Oark." He scolded. 


Well, after peeing his pants, Oark ran off and told his chief the 
same thing Snotlout did yesterday. 

"Oark, we have a trial tomorrow. It'll be good to have another 
witness to put this man down. Now, go change your pants and move 
along. Alright?" 

"Yes Stoick." He said and walked back to his house. 

Stoick sat in his big chair and a tear rolled down his cheek. "Oh, 
Hiccup. Where are you?" 


6. Chapter 6: I never lie 

Well, tomorrow night came earlier than I thought. Except now it's 
_tonight ._ 

"Hey, wake up demon!" a guard said to me. 

"Seriously, what is with that word? _Demon, Loki-spawn, _bla bla bla. 
It's all the same. Is there possibly any other name you can give me? 
Anything original? Also, you can't exactly wake up if you were 
already awake." I pointed out, only receiving a nasty look 
back . 

"Then again, I guess you can. After all, someone ignorant can wake 
up, get their head out of the clouds. Isn't that right Harold the 
Horrible? " 

"H-hoa€|" He responded the same way everyone else did. 

"Imagine a bright sunny daya€ | or as bright as it can possibly get on 
BerkaC | which isn't much. You are about to butcher a goose in your 
shop when suddenly a young boy, say 13, showed up out of the corner 
of your eye. You were about to kill the goose when it flapped its 
wings and ran off. On it's way out, it knocked a few tools off the 
shelf, and let a couple boars escape. You look over to see this young 
boy is Hiccup. Immediately, you assume he had something to do with it 
even though he was outside, and nowhere close enough to scare the 
goose away. But, nevertheless you needed somebody to blame. He didn't 
even know what you were talking about, but everyone, again, blamed 
him for another problem." 

"Whaa€ ! " 

"You shouldn't blame people for things they didn't do." They stared 
at each other for a while, intelligent green eyes meeting frightened 
brown ones. After a while Harold snapped out of it, opened the cell, 
and began escorting Hiccup to the arena where the trial would be 
held . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I could barely see. The only thing clear in my vision was a bunch 
of misshapen figures. But, I eventually saw what I was looking for. 
Something I didn't need to see, because I could feel it's 
presence . <p> 



"_Dreamstriker . I whispered to her and began to undo her 
chains . 

"_Pache, what are you doing here? They're going to catch you again 
and hurt yoa€ | is thata€ i " _She trailed off, seeing Pache's eyes. 
"_You didn't? Tell me you didn't." _ 

"_I did . 

"_Pachea€ i 

"_It was the only way. I might not be able to escapea€ | " _She 
finished undoing the last chain. . .but you can. Go, find my father 

and save him. Bring him to uncle Toothless and they can get me later. 
I knocked out most of the guards using fumes from an acid-tear bomb. 
It won't be long before they wake up though because it was a quick 
and cheap creation. You have to go now. 

"_Pache, I can't leave you. You'll be tortured." _She nuzzled her 
rider . 

"_Then hurry up so that I won't be tortured as much. It's either me, 
or both of us and my parents. We can't risk it and you know that." 
_The skrill looked sorrowful. Then, they heard a shout behind them. 
The guards were awake. 

"_Quick, GO!" _Pache shouted and Striker flew off before the guards 
could reach her. But, while in the air a quick and sorrowful look was 
given to each other before the dragon became a small dot in the 
sky . 

She turned to face Alvin, the acid and blood blocking out everything 
else surrounding him. A terrible smile came to his face, terrifying 
her . 

"You made a big mistake girl." He said with pleasure, happy to have 
an excuse to hurt her. 

Then, everything for Pache became black. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"People of Berk, these people have been brought before you for 
many reasons. All of which are one of the worsts." Stoick 
said . <p> 

The trial had begun, and Hiccup and Astrid were in the center of the 
arena, their wrists chained to the ground. Everyone on Berk was 
there . 

"Astrid Hofferson has been accused of unlawful marriage, siding with 
the enemy, lying to her tribe, and having an unlawful child. In 
conclusion, she has committed treason. Do you have any defense 
against yourself?" He asked the two people whose been given 
everyone's attention. 


"Yes! In fact, half of those accusations are false. I legally married 
Ha€ | my husband." She hoped nobody noticed her slip-up. 



"Do you have proof?" 


"Yes, we have rings." She said, and the couple pulled them 
out . 

"Continue." Stoick said. 

"And, my child was born in a village where she was legally 
accepted . " 

"Do you have proof for that?" 

"Yes, I always carry her birth certificate with me." She said and 
pulled out a small scroll, about the size of a sardine, hidden in her 

arm band. "I also have a charm given from the village's elders 

representing her spirit animal." She unchained a necklace and held it 
up . 

Gothi walked out of the stands and toward Astrid, who handed her the 
scroll and charm. Gothi observed the scroll first, then stared at the 

charm. She looked to the chief and gave a nod of approval. She gave 

it back to Astrid who had a thankful expression due to one fact. 

If Berk knew what the animal was, they'd freak out. Because the only 
other people to have a dragon was Valka and Hiccup. 

"Before we decide HoffersoaC!" 

"And, that's another thing." Astrid interrupted Stoick. "My last name 
isn't Hofferson. You can call me Astrid." Stoick gave her a mean 
glare. "Or, are you going against tradition by disrespecting a 
_legal_ marriage?" 

"Very well. Before we decide _Astrid's_ fate, we're going to have to 
consult with our other prisoner. This man has been charged with 
hiding resourceful information on our heir, allying with our worst 
enemy therefore showing that he is against us, holding me and our 
blacksmith prisoner, and while being captive threatened us with death 
by dragon fire. In conclusion this man has committed blasphemy. Do 
you have any defense against yourself?" He asked. 

"Well, obviously. First of all, I held you captive because you 
invaded _my_ home, captured some of __my_ loyal subjects, and wanted 
to know information disregarding _my _perspective of the issue. Not 
to mention, I wouldn't blow a man's face off, especially the chief of 
a strong tribe. That ' d only lead to war, which would have left me and 
you with many lost lives. Something I've fought to prevent." 

"What do you mean by that?" Stoick asked. Hiccup froze for a minute 
before diverting the conversation. 

"And, I don't have any useful information on your lost heir." He 
continued. "I'm an honest man, despite what you think." And he meant 
it. The information wasn't useful, and Hiccup renounced his 
birthright secretly. You also can't be an heir if you're already the 
leader of something else. 

"That's false. 3 vikings who've been guarding you the past few days 
have said that you've spoken to them about my son. Is this 
true ? " 



"Yes, but I said that for many reasons." He said, a devilish smirk 
growing on his face. Time for another one of his stories. 


"Let me tell you a story. One I've told to my daughter many a time, 
and one that I've known my whole life. It's not passed down, and it's 
not made up. It's created from experience. So, Once upon a time, on a 
dark and stormy night a baby was born, but not just any baby. This 
was the heir to the throne of Berk, son of Stoick and Valka Haddock. 
They named him Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III due to the fact of how 
small and sickly he looked. 

"Nobody really minded at first. In fact, they liked the young boy 
until one day they found out the birthmark on his neck was a scale. 
From then on he was ignored and bullied. Only when he was 9 did he 
find out why. From then on he learned that he should never get 
involved in things he doesn't understand, because it'll only hurt him 
more. Finding out what everyone hid from him for so long hurt, and 
when he discovered why, he was more hurt than he was not 
knowing . 

"Over the years as he grew, he learned off the mistakes of other 
people. He knew not to blame others for something they didn't do, and 
to not tell lies, because he had experienced all these faults and did 
not want to inflict it on everyone else. Because all he wanted was a 
friend, and he thought if he became more annoying than everyone 
thought he was then he'd never have a chance at what he really 
wanted . 

"One day during a dragon raid the boy claimed to have shot down one 
of the most deadliest dragons. A night fury. Of course, nobody 
believed him, so he went to look for it himself. Well, he found it." 
Gasps of disbelief ran throughout the crowd. 

"It was tangled in a bola and half of its tail was missing. Hiccup, 
wanting more than ever to earn his tribe's respect took out his knife 
and raised it high above his head to cut out the dragon's heart." 
Everyone leaned forward, wanting to know what happened. 

"He looked into the beast's toxic green eyes who in turn looked into 
his forest green ones. What he saw chilled him to the bone. He saw 
fear, something the dragon also saw in his. They had an 
understanding. At that moment the dragon shut his eyes and rested his 
head down with a whine, accepting his fate of death. So he raised his 
knife.." Hiccup paused for a dramatic affect. 

"...and cut the ropes." The crowd went wild. Everyone screamed at him 
in anger and some even threw rocks at him. 

"EVERYONE BE QUIET!" Stock shouted. The crowd reluctantly obeyed. 
"Continue." He motioned to the death rider who nodded in thanks. 

"As I was sayinga€ | he cut the ropes. Immediately the dragon pinned 
him down. Green met green again, and the roles reversed. Now, the 
teenager was at the dragon's mercy. So, he closed his eyes, and laid 
his head down in acceptance of his fate. The dragon opened his mouth 
getting ready to firea€|" Another pause. 

"Roared in the boy's face and ran off." Again, the crowd went wild to 
which Stoick had to calm down. 



"Since the dragon was grounded he got trapped in a cove, the same 
cove I believe you found evidence of a night fury's whereabouts?" 
People nodded. "Out of his natural curiosity the boy visited the 
dragon every day, drawing pictures and studying actions. When 
noticing the beast got thinner every day he brought him a big basket 
of fish. Something I'm sure people at the fishing docks have 
questioned." People nodded in agreement. 

"The dragon accepted the gesture and when looking in his mouth Hiccup 
saw gums. Then, the dragon retracted his teeth. So, he was dubbed 
Toothless. The two got used to each other's presence and the night 
fury finally let him touch his snout. So, the boy decided to repay a 
debt that he thought he owed the dragon and made him a new tailfin." 
The crowd again went wild anda€ | you know the procedure. 

"Gobber, your blacksmith I'm sure noticed he was hiding something and 
was acting extra jumpy." Gobber replied with a, "Yes." 

"However for it to operate the boy had to be on the dragon's back due 
to the fact it was pedal-operated. It worked, and the two flew 
together. They played every day and the young man learned tricks that 
he used in dragon training to avoid being blasted away or 
humiliation. But, he did it too well and was chosen to kill the 
monstrous nightmare. Something he dreaded even thinking about. 

"Yes, he'd earned the love of his tribe, but he couldn't do something 
he knew was wrong. Not even for his family, because he realized that 
his family were the only ones who ever showed him any appreciation, 
or kind gestures. Who didn't bully him or try to push him away. His 
family was the dragons." The crowd went wild, bla bla bla. 

"Knowing he couldn't kill the flaming dragon he packed his things and 
went, but before he did he was caught by Astrid. She ran to alert the 
village, but he swooped down on his dragon and plucked her off the 
ground. He begged for a chance. It was, after all, the only way she 
was going to get to the ground. So she hopped on the saddle with him 
and flew. 

"Hiccup and Toothless showed her the sunset, her village, the stars, 
and let her touch the clouds. Her mind had been changed and she let 
him go. But, he couldn't leave without doing something else." Hiccup 
continued to explain the fight with the Red Death. "And then 
everything became black." He ended the story. "Indeed, he survived 
but had pledged to never return to his homeland until the vikings 
learned the war was over and that peace was possible. And, I just 
told you leading you one step further to getting him back." A cocky 
smile grew on his face. "I never lie." 

That one line hit Stoick and a few other people like a ton of bricks. 
Now, they were finally piecing the puzzle together. How the death 
rider rode the same dragon Hiccup did, how he said he'd prevented 
war, how he lives in the same location Hiccup killed the Red 
Death . 

And how he'd said he'd experienced all of this. Astrid fell in love 
with the Death Rider the same day she'd fallen in love with Hiccup. 
Because only one person has those mischievous forest-green eyes and 
quick wit . 



Hiccup and the Dark Rider were one in the same. 


Suddenly a loud screech was heard and a flash of lightning echoed in 
the sky. 

"Looks like our ride is here milady." Hiccup said and pulled his 
hands apart, breaking the chains with inhuman strength. Playing with 
dragons is a great advantage every now and then, especially when you 
need to free yourself from being held captive with chains. 

"SKRILL ATTACK!" Someone shouted, and the arena was covered in black 
smoke, clouding everyone's vision. When it cleared their prisoners 
were gone, and the only thing left in remnance were two wooden 
carvings of a night fury and a nadder 


7 . Chapter 7 : Tommorow night clash 

"Thank the gods." Hiccup said as he flew with Astrid on Striker's 
back . 

"I knew she'd rescue us." Astrid said and kissed him on the 
cheek . 

"Buta€ | where is she?" Striker gave a soft, sad warble in reply. "I 
don't like that answer. We should go to the nest to check on 
her . " 

"I agree." So, they flew to the nest in silence. When they got there. 
Hiccup got off the skrill and helped Astrid down, giving her a 
kiss . 

Then, he was tackled by Toothless, who violently licked him. "Gaah. 
You know that doesn't wash out." Hiccup said as Astrid giggled. 
Stormfly upon smelling her rider being taken by a skrill flew to the 
nest as well and nuzzled her. 

"I missed you too girl." Astrid pet her snout. 

Hiccup then remembered what he was worried about. "Toothless, where's 
Pache. We want to see her and make sure she's alright." Toothless's 
eyes went wide and he looked toward Striker who seemed to shrink 
down . 

"_Striker, where's my niece?"_ Toothless asked, a slight tone of 
harshness in his voice. 

"_W-we tried to get help to save Alpha Hiccup, b-but the people 
turned on us and we were captured. She let me escape so you and your 
rider could save her." _She lowered her head submissively, expecting 
some form of punishment. 

The Red Death still left it's mark on the dragons, who ' d every now 
and then been frightened of their ruler. To a dragon's life span the 
two Alphas hadn't been around long, and the nest's subjects had 
barely seen kindness in rulers. But, they had continuous reminders of 
their saviors' compassion. 

Toothless growled, then looked at Hiccup and his wife. "_Who were the 
people? 



Striker looked at him and said, "_Outcast s . 

Toothless roared. "_0F ALL THE PEOPLE ! 

"_I'm sorry. she said. 

He sighed and began to claw at the dirt, making the shape of the 
outcast symbol . 

Hiccup's eyes widened and he looked at Astrid. 

"Outcasts . " 

Immediately, Astrid got on Stormfly. "Well, I'm not going to stand 
around while my daughter is on the boat with a bunch of fat ninnies. 
Let's go save her." Hiccup gave her a smile. 

"After all, we kind of owe her." So, he got on Toothless and they 
flew off. Striker following close behind. 

"Toothless, we're heading towards Berk." Hiccup said. 

"_Nooo, I didn't notice." _A11 Hiccup heard was a rumble, but he 
noticed the sarcasm. 

"Toothless, now's not the time for sarcasm. Why are we heading there, 
we just escaped." Toothless nudged Hiccup's foot where a small 
leather tassel Pache made was hanging. He was using that to track 
her. "Oh. She's there. Thena€ | that means that the outcasts are there 
too. __Crap._" He yelled and toothless and him stopped, Astrid nearly 
bumping into them and Striker into them. 

"Why have we stopped?" Astrid shouted over the howling wind. 

"I think we're going to need reinforcements. He said and everyone was 
smiling. Toothless turned blue and roared as loud as he could into 
the sky. Only a few minutes later did a response came. 

The nest had come, and the outcasts would be sorry for taking their 
princess . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>BOOM<p> 

"Archers, FIRE!" Alvin shouted at his men. The attack on Berk had 
started ten minutes ago, and it was a whirlwind of arrows, blades, 
limbs, and blood. Alvin and Stoick were barking orders like 
madmen . 

After the Dragon master and Astrid' s escape, the arena was in shock. 
Some out of realization that the Death Rider and Hiccup were the 
same, and some out of shock that they escaped like that. The inhuman 
strength of breaking the chains, and how they'd mocked every viking 
in their presence by leaving small wooden dragons as remnants. 

But most of all how their chief had tears rolling down his cheeks. 


A loud crash was heard in the distance and the attack on Berk had 
begun . 



"How are we holding?" Stoick asked a scout. 


"We have lost over 13 buildings, including two watchtowers, five 
homes, two farmhouses, the butcher shop, and three storage 
places . " 

Stoick was horrified, but didn't show it. "Any deaths?" 

"Not so far, but many are wounded." 

"How many have we taken out?" 

"We've taken out seven of their sixteen ships, and many of their men 
have fallen . " 

"Good. "The battle wasn't looking good for Berk, and it looked even 
worse for the Outcasts. However, it all depended on taking out Alvin, 
which Stoick could definitely do. All he needed was to get to 
him . 

After about five more minutes of running and injuring Outcasts on the 
way, Stoick finally made it to the docks. 

"Stoick, just the man I was looking for." A raspy voice said, and the 
battle stopped for a second as everyone looked to watch the battle 
between chiefs. 

"And why would that be Alvin? We've beaten you before, why wouldn't 
we do it again?" 

"Because Stoick, this time I have an advantage. Bring her out." He 
said to one of his men, who took five other with him, just in 
case . 

Everyone stood there for a moment, in suspense wondering why most of 
Alvin's men were smiling. They soon found out as a little five year 
old girl with chains on her ankles and wrists was carried toward 
Alvin . 

"Whaa€ | " Stoick said, but then saw the little girl's face and 
recognized her as the one who was holding the terrible 
terror . 

Astrid and the Death Rider's son. 

His granddaughter. 

"I'd explain the situation better hence your... well, stoic expression 
but I don't think I need to." he smiled and pulled hard on the 
Pache's chains, making her fall with a grunt. Now that she was on her 
stomach everyone could see the wounds more clearly. Her back was 
covered in blood from whip marks, and the bottom of her hair was red, 
and messy from it. 

"Who'd do that to a little girl?" A voice, recognized as Mrs. 
Hofferson, asked. 

Alvin the Treacherous, that's who. He'd torture children, make your 
worst nightmares come true. And he'd enjoy it. 



Playing dumb, Stoick said, "Why does she make a difference. You know 
who her parents are. Traitors who have disgraced the viking name. Why 
do you think I care?" 

"Because Stoick, you're not heartless. All you have to do is look in 
her face and see your wife. I see it too. You of all people should 

see it the best, and know that if you decline my offer this child 

will be tortured and killed right in front of you." He smiled, and 

the blood in his mustache gave him a horrific look. 

"Just like I did with your father." He laughed and smacked Pache's 
face and she squealed. Stoick ran up and punched him, but it was 
blocked. The two chief's fighting had begun, and it was gruesome. 
Stoick didn't have the usual mercy he would have at the end when he 
let the Outcasts go. His face was of pure fury. Alvin was enjoying 
every second of the battle, enjoying the hate radiating off his 
rival, and seeming to feed off it. 

Their swords clashed and green eyes met brown. "I remember it like it 
was yesterday. All I wanted was a change in the leader, and all you 
had to do was hand over your right to chiefdom to me. But you 
couldn't and your father paid the price. I can smell his blood on you 
still. It reeks with disappointment." Alvin smirked and began to 
overpower Stoick in strength. He kicked the sword out of his hands 
and was about to make the last strike when suddenly lightning hit his 
sword and jerked him backwards. 

Behind him you could see a little girl, her hand extended with 
lightning circling around it, seeping through her fingers and causing 
the shackles to fall off when it laced through the keyhole. 

A giant roar was heard in the distance and somebody recognized it as 
a, "NIGHT FURY!" 

"GET DOWN!" a blue plasma blast hit one of the outcast ships, causing 
water to burst in through the sides. But, not far behind them was a 
whole army of dragons. One by one, they blasted the ships, and landed 
to fight the Outcasts. The people of Berk were astonished at how the 
dragons were helping them, and sooner rather than later joined the 
battle which took a turn for the best. 

Now, back to the little girl who just shot a lightning bolt from her 
hand. Alvin and Stoick were looking at her, gaping as she brought all 
her strength and stood up. Her eyes were thin slits, and they seemed 
to almost glow green and blue, like the ocean. She was muttering 
under her breath a language the two chief's couldn't understand, and 
lightning was circling around her feet and arms. 

"_Let the wind carry us to the clouds, hurry up . . . "_ 

"Wha . . . how ' re yoa€ | " 

"_We can travel as far as our eyes can seea€ | 

Alvin was petrified, his face a pale white. How can a little girl 
he'd severely beaten have the strength to stand up, nevertheless 
shoot a lightning bolt? How can a little girl have oceanic eyes and 
speak a different language? 



Dragons. That's why. They're the most amazing creatures ever, able to 
teach a human anything whether it's strength or wisdom. 


"_We go where no one goesa€ | 

"Shut up girl!" he said and ran up to hit her, but was knocked back 
by a bolt of electricity. 

"_We slow for no onea€ | She was singing her favorite lullaby her 
father would sing to her every night, with the exception of the other 
night. It gave her comfort and made her feel original because not 
only was it a part of her father, but her mother as well. Pache when 
she first learned to write wrote a letter to her mother. The letters 
were all messy and the grammar was horrible, but she got a reply. 

It was lyrics to a song, a lullaby. But with it came a warning that 
said that it was dangerous for her to send letters, so she didn't 
send anymore. She still kept that letter hidden in a chest under a 
rock in her room. Her father discovered it though after Toothless 
sniffed out the scent of vikings. It was faint, but there 
nonetheless, so Hiccup sang her the lyrics remembering it from deep 
in his memory when his father sang it before his mother died. 

"_Get out of our way." _She was having many visions at once. About 
Toothless and her father first meeting, about her mother falling in 
love with her father, and about her grandmother playing with a 
newborn baby. 

For once in her life she had good visions, but there was one 
intrusion. Alvin. Her last vision was of him killing her great 
grandfather in front of her father. He was the thorn in her side, the 
evil in her goodness, and the nightmare in her world of dreams, and 
Pache wanted it to STOP. She wanted him to get out of her way. He 
would pay for what he had done to her family, in the past and the 
present . 

And she'd make sure he wouldn't be there to make anything wrong in 
the future . 

Walking over to him slowly she sang her lullaby for strength. In the 
eyes of her allies she looked like an angel in the midst of battle. 
But, to her enemy she looked like a demon straight from the gates of 
hell. Pache whistled for her dragon who came almost immediately 
after, and as soon as contact was made with Striker the skrill became 
in the same trance- like state as her rider, and both of their scars 
on their eyes lit up. A giant lightning bolt appeared through the air 
and glowed so white that many people in battle had to avert their 
eyes from the scene. 

It hovered right above Alvin. He looked up and his face looked like 
it was struck with true terror. He tried to move, but as soon as he 
twitched dragon and rider roared and the bolt shot down, striking the 
Outcast chief straight in the chest. 


8 . Chapter 8 : Reunited 

Darkness. Cold, dark, and weak. That's how I felt, and what I saw. 
The last thing I can remember was a giant lightning bolt striking an 
evil man before I passed out. All of the power seemed to suddenly 



drain out of me like a gust of wind. 

The visions stopped, good and bad. The warmth I got from Striker and 
the lightning stopped. I felt powerless and weak, and I saw darkness. 
But, I could hear voices. My parents, my dragon, my uncle and other 
friends. I even heard another voice, my grandmother. How I knew 
thata€ | I don't know. But I recognized her singing voice from my 
father. It was the lullaby and it soothed me, and kept me from 
slipping completely into death. She sang it slowly, and oh so 
sweetly . 

Only when the song ended did I see the light. 

"Ughh." I groaned as my whole body ached. I didn't dare move. I 
blinked a few more times, making odd fuzzy shapes clearer. A ringing 
in my ears slowed and I could barely make out Striker talking. She 
was running around the room in a frenzy, and suddenly disappeared. 
"Wha-wa€ | " I shivered despite having many layers of blankets on me 
and a fireplace burning dragon fire. 

I layed there like a zombie, unable to move, unable to talk, and 
unable to see or hear things clearly. The only thing I could do was 
hope that the evil man would be unable to make my life worse. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>After the battle, before Pache's 
awakeninga€ | <strong> 

All of the Outcasts had been slayed, the dragons were now carrying 
off the dead bodies into the ocean where the aquatic dragons would 
bury their bodies deep in sediment, never to be seen again. Any other 
dragons available blasted a ball of fire into the air, creating what 
Hiccup called fireworks, to celebrate their victory. Some began to 
fly back to the nest, but the rest staying on Berk, wanting direct 
orders from their alphas. 

Said alphas landed along with Astrid and Stormfly by the 
docks . 

"Well, the reinforcements worked out well." Astrid smiled, and Hiccup 
laughed a little. 

Then she saw Alvin dead, and Striker nudging Pache's bleeding side, 
wanting her to wake up. She gasped, and hopped off Stormfly, running 
to her daughter. Hiccup followed after her. She picked her up and 
cuddled her, blood getting on her clothes. The two parents were 
dumbfounded and worried. 

"We need to get Pache to the nest where we can heal her." Hiccup said 
and Astrid nodded. They were about to walk toward their dragons when 
they were stopped by someone. 

"Her injuries will be too severe by the time you get to your home. 
It'd be better if she was treated here where we have better medical 
supplies and more experienced people to treat her." Stoick said to 
the two exasperated dragon riders. "It's the least Berk could do for 
your generosity in saving us from the Outcasts." 


What else could they do. It's one of two choices, go to the nest 



where they'd be safe from Vikings and have the possibility of Pache 
dying, or stay on Berk where they could be either attacked, killed, 
or save Pache for certain. So, of course they chose the 
latter . 

"Very well, where should we bring her?" Hiccup asked. 

"She can stay in my house. There's more room there." He paused before 
saying in a whisper so only they could here, "And I'd like to talk 
with my son." If Hiccup's eyes got any wider they'd pop out of their 
sockets. But, it was a sign that Stoick wouldn't hurt them, not yet 
anyway . 

Husband and wife met eyes and nodded. Gothi came forward after 
getting a signal from her chief and the elder, Pache, Astrid, 

Stormfly and Striker all left to go to the hut. Hiccup stayed behind 
due to the fact he and Toothless had a duty to take care of. Some 
dragons began to nuzzle people to see if they were unharmed, and the 
people would hesitantly pet them back right before scratching them 
like an overgrown puppy dog. _Future dragon riders, _ hiccup thought, 
before another thought chased it away. _It can't be that 
simple ._ 

Toothless was feeling left out and nudged his brother forward to 
which he responded with a laugh and ferociously rubbed his the 
underside of his head. Vikings and dragons formed a crowd around the 
two leaders wanting to know what to do next. Whispers echoed 
throughout the mass and odd, kind, and hateful looks were directed to 
both parties. Stoick decided to speak first. 

"People of Berk, I know that many of us have died, our homes, 
buildings, and supplies have been destroyed. However, we have won 
against Alvin again for the last time, because he and his treacherous 
ways are done for!" Everyone cheered, even the dragons roared. "And 
we owe it all to the dragon riders." He turned to the two alphas. 
"Thank you for helping us, despite our hostile ways. If there's any 
way we can repay youa€ | " 

"I just want my daughter to be taken care of." The death rider looked 
into the distance. "And for Astrid to be accepted back into the 
village . " 

"Of course, we ... " 

"But, " Stoick was interrupted again, "if Pache dies, and if any of my 
dragons are harmed then I will burn this whole place to the ground. 
Understood." It wasn't a question. 

"Yes." Stoick answered, shocked that Hiccup was ready to do that. He 
could see it in his eyes he meant business. And that he didn't lie. 
"No dragon is to be harmed while they're here. The dragon riders will 
stay at my place until they feel the need to depart." He shouted to 
the village. "We will have a meeting later once we get settled. In 
the meantime, start repairing homes, and fishing. Winter's nearly 
here and we need to store up." 

At this. Hiccup smiled, and so did Toothless, but not a gummy smile. 
This was of knowledge that something good was going to happen. 
Something the two brothers were proud of. What is was, Stoick didn't 
know . 



The people of Berk began to scatter to do their jobs, and Stoick 
walked with his son and the night fury to his hut. He hoped the 
dragons wouldn't get in the way, but what he didn't notice however 
that the dragons had scattered too. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Hiccup, she just started to wake up! She's going to be alright! 
She's going back to sleep now!" Astrid exclaimed as soon as he came 
in with Stoick<p> 

"Thank Thor." He sighed. Gothi came down the stairs, and whacked him 
on the head. 

"Gah! What was that for?!" He exclaimed and sent the elder an annoyed 
glare. Immediately she began to scribble in the dirt with her staff 
ferociously, an angered look on her face. She motioned Astrid over to 
translate . 

"She says next time you decide to run away, get married, and have a 
kid that you should try not to endanger their lives by raising them 
to speak dragonese." Astrid continued, "She couldn't understand a 
single thing in the conversation Striker and Pache were 
having . " 

"That's not my fault, I didn't teach her that!" He defended 
himself . 

"Sorry to say it, but she's right. You're lucky I didn't have my axe, 
otherwise you'd lose your other leg." Astrid 
threatened . 

"Why?" 

"Because Pache nearly gave us all a heart attack, and that 
wouldn't ' ve happened if you didn't teach her to ride Striker until 
she wasa€| oh, I don't know maybe, SEVEN AND NOT A FREAKIN CHILD!" 
Astrid punched his arm hard. 

"Okay, point taken." 

"Can you please explain to us about what you two are going on about? 
I'd like to know what's been happening all these years you've been 
gone. Then, I can tell the village in a way they wouldn't attack you 
after hearing." Stoick said, and motioned to the table and chairs. 
Hiccup sighed and raked a hand through his hair. 

"Fine, I guess now's a better time than ever to come out of 
retirement . " 

"Retirement of what?" Astrid asked. 

"Being a legendary figure. The Death Rider? Sheesh, what am I, Loki?" 
He said and sat down. "I mean, in all honesty what the heck type of a 
name is that. It's not like I've wiped out entire islands or 
anything. _Yet."_ He whispered the last part to himself. 


Astrid, Gothi, and Stoick sat down. Toothless curling by the 
fireplace like a housecat . "Let's see, where do we start?" Hiccup 



asked himself. 


"How about why you left. Why did you mysteriously disappear without 
anyone knowing? How could you just leave your family, your friends, 
and your home?" Stoick asked, a saddened tone in his voice. 

"Because this was never my home. Not wholly anyway. I didn't have any 
friends. Nobody liked me, not because I was a Hiccup, but because of 
my scale . " 

"You knew about that and didn't tell me?" 

"I didn't think I had to. I thought you were going to be a father and 
trust me enough to tell me. Even when I turned 13, a teenager, you 
didn't tell me. All I wanted was someone who at least cared when I 
got bullied. When I came home bloodied and bruised. But all I ever 
got from you was a cold glare, like I was a thorn in your side. I 
finally realized I wasn't going to get what I always wanted from you. 
A real father who cared." Hiccup finished. 

"I cared. When you became better in training..." Stoick tried to 
defend himself. 

"TRAINING! Oh, don't even get me STARTED on that. Was that the only 
thing you cared about? A son who could fight dragons and who was 
famous around the village. If I had gotten last in training what 
would you do? You would continue giving me the cold glare. That 
wasn't real parenting. That was justa€ | " He paused thinking of the 
right words, "...that was just a chief being happy to rid himself of 
another nuisance. I even remember when you got back from another nest 
search how you told me, "Odin, it was rough, I almost gave up on 
you." You almost _gave up _on me. What does that mean? What would've 
happened to me? Would Snotlout have become heir then? Would I have 
been outlawed. I remember the Berk motto, only the strong can belong. 
It taunted me every day, making me wonder, 'when's the day they're 
finally going to realize I don't belong?'" 

"HiccupaC | " 

"I'M NOT DONE YET! Remember that night I said I shot down a night 
fury? Well, guess what? I did. But nobody believed me. After all how 
could Hiccup the Useless have done anything close to that? I almost 
didn't believe it myself, but it was my last hope to earn respect and 
honor. So, I searched in the woods anda€ | well, I already told you 
this story in the arena, didn't I?" 

There was silence. Nobody knew what to say. But, the father of the 
year decided to make another memorable statement and break the ice. 
"You're just like your mother. Stubborn, and strong in opinion. It's 
what got her killed. You're daughter has that same sense." 

This time, it was momma bear's turn to snap. She slammed both hands 
on the table, startling the chief. "And what's _THAT _supposed to 
mean? " 

"I don't mean it in any offense, it's just that she seems to be a 
little, wella€| she has that occupational hazard of getting herself 
injured . " 

"And just HOW would YOU know THAT? I don't care if you're muy chief. 



a king, or even a FREAKING GOD. YOU DO NOT TALK ABOUT MY DAUGHTER 
LIKE THAT! SHE SAVED YOUR FREAKING LIFE AND DON'T YOU FORGET THAT!" 
Astrid did not have a filter when it came to defending her 
family . 

"DON'T YOU FORGET YOUNG LADY THAT I AM YOUR FATHER IN LAW. YOU WILL 
RESPECT ME AND MY AUTHORITY!" 

"WHY? BECAUSE YOU RESPECT _OURS _JUST AS MUCH?" Astrid and Stoick 
were at each other's throats, and from there the fight would get 
physical if someone didn't do something. 

"_Sniff._" It was soft, and very quiet, but it got everyone's 
attention nonetheless. Pache was at the base of the staircase, her 
hair messy and face tear stained. Just like she was back at the nest, 
before it all started. Except, this time she was on top of Striker, 
and Fiendish was back at the nest. 

"Wh...y are y-y-ou all f ight . . ._snif f . . ._ing? " Pache asked in a 
whispery, stammering voice. Astrid walked over, picked her off her 
dragon's back, and cradled her like a baby. "Ia€| tho-ught we we-re 
d-done with f i . . . ghting . " She looked at everyone in the room. 

Hiccup and Stoick met eyes, knowing they couldn't hurt Pache any 
more . 

"Alright baby, we won't fight anymore." The little girl smiled at her 
father's words. "There won't be any more fighting now, because of 
you." Hiccup kissed his daughter's forehead. Pache smiled very 
bright. Alvin was gone along with the Outcasts, and Berk and the 
Dragon nest were going to be allies. 

Stoick later found out that Hiccup and Toothless were smiling earlier 
because the dragons were helping the people collect supplies. In 
about four hours they back most of what they lost. Yes, all was 
well . 

Alvin's dead body was never seen by anyone except Stoick, Pache, and 
Striker. Everyone could only assume that his body was taken like the 
rest of the Outcasts. 

That was their mistake, because at the very far end of the island, a 
grumpy old man who owned a cabbage farm wasn't happy about how the 
battle went. And neither was the treacherous Outcast being treated in 
Mildew's basement. 


9. Chapter 9: Unknown 

**I am taking suggestions. What do you guys think should happen next, 
or what should be included? Until next time, peace out.** 

Many doubts were going through the viking's minds as they heard 
Hiccup talk about his adventures while he was gone. How he went to 
Rome, a place called China, and even proved that the world was 
round . 

But one thing was for certain. Hiccup was unknown to them. He had 
changed, for better or worse, many couldn't decide. Every now and 
then Astrid would peck her husband on the cheek, or he'd kiss her 



forehead. Pache was back at her mother's house resting. It had been 
three days since the fight, and people had bonded with dragons on 
their own. 

But, Astrid had insisted on training new people who needed a little 
help in training. So, the killing arena had become the dragon 
training academy. Hiccup and Pache were staying in Astrid' s hut while 
they were on Berk, and any other time they might be there in the 
future. The young girl's wounds had stopped bleeding, and the 
stitches got to be taken out, but the whips marks, and the cuts on 
her eye would scar. 

But, to cheer her up her mother had told her, "A fight's only fun if 
you get a scar out of it." It worked and Pache was ecstatic to have a 
scar like her dragon's, just like her father was missing his left 
foot and Toothless was missing his left tail. 

Currently everyone was finally having a celebration in the great 
hall. They weren't able to do it earlier because of having to repair 
homes and restock supplies, which thanks to the dragons' help, was 
quick work. Every now and then there 'd be some conflict, but it was 
quickly solved by Hiccup and Toothless. Many dragons, mainly those 
who didn't have riders, went back to the nest, but others, even ones 
who didn't have riders, stayed. Some went to the woods, and some had 
nests by the cliffs or shores of Berk. 

It seemed everything was right for a change. Hiccup and his father 
hadn't talked much, but acknowledged each other. They were either too 
busy, or thought it too awkward to socialize with each other after 
the fight in Stoick's hut. 

"What did you do after you were surrounded?" a little kid asked 
Hiccup who was currently speaking about his trip to a place called 
Corona . 

"Well, two by two each person charged, but were quickly beaten down 
by Toothless and I. ThenaC i " 

"He made the signal and I swooped down and knocked them upside their 
heads ! " Pache appeared from the shadows and tackled/hugged her 
parents . 

"Whoah, what are you doing here?" Hiccup asked with a happy, yet 
slightly concerned smile. 

"Gothi said I could come here. She told me to make sure I didn't do 
anything s . . strin . . strinous ? " 

"Strenuous?" 

"Ya! " 

"And running up and tackling us wasn't strenuous?" Astrid 
asked . 

"Hey, I don't even know what it means, don't judge." Pache defended 
herself using her five year old innocence, even though she secretly 
knew what it meant . 


"Alright, alright, just sit next to us okay? We don't want you to 



hurt yourself again. 


"Wait, back up." Astrid said. "You seriously involved her in a fight 
with a group of trained assassins in a place outside the 
archipelago?" Her tone was angry, but with a slight hint of pride 
that her daughter was an even better fighter then she was. 

"Ya, he even let me fight with him in the war with the Chinese and 
Mongols an..." Her mother's face was turning red with anger, but 
before things got physical her father clamped a hand over her 
mouth . 

"I think that's enough storytelling for one night, don't you think?" 
The other vikings around him laughed and began to share their own 
stories. On the far side of the rom, a young terrible terror was 
carried into the room by Striker. Pache gasped. 

"Fiendish!" She ran over and hugged the little dragon who was now a 
week old, and could leave the nest. "Thank you for bringing him 
Striker ! " 

Said dragon smiled and said, "Well, he can't talk much, but all he 
could say, over and over again, was your middle name. He must've 
heard Toothless say it." 

"Treacherous!" Fiendish said joyfully and nuzzled Pache. 

A few hours later, Pache was sitting on her mother's lap, who was 
doing her hair. Striker was playing with the other children, and 
Fiendish was sitting on "Treacherous's" lap while she pet him. It 
seemed no troubles would come, but then again I've said this multiple 
times before. 

A grumpy old man strolled into the great hall and stepped over and 
dodged a few drunken vikings, heading toward the Haddock family, 
where Stoick and Hiccup were finally talking. Upon seeing the old man 
coming, Stoick said, "Mildew." He tried to sound good about it, but 
failed, making somewhat of a groan. 

"Stoick, the dragons are all over my cabbages. I can't do a single 
thing about them. They just won't listen!" Mildew 
complained . 

"Mildew, there's one place on Berk I told the dragons to avoid. Your 
farm." Hiccup told him. 

But the old man knew just what to say. "Well, they sure aren't 
listening to you." 

"Then what do you suggest we do? It's your farm." 

Mildew made a face suggesting he was thinking, even though he didn't 

have to. "Why don't you get that girl of yours to do it? I mean, 

she's already dragon enough." He walked toward her and patted her 

shoulder . 

Only to get a scream in return. Suddenly, small bolts of electricity 
ran from Pache 's arm to Mildew's, shocking him and making him fall to 
the ground. Astrid also got slightly shocked, but nothing too 
harmful. She jumped off her mother's lap to the floor where her eyes 



were in slits, wide and fearful, and her body was running with 
electricity . 


"Hea€| hea€ | " She stammered. 

"Pache! Whaa€ i " Her father reached out for her, but she scrambled 
back . 

"NO, don't touch me! I don't want to hurta€ i " Another bolt split down 
from the roof of the building, separating her father from 
her . 

"EVIL, it's evil I tell you! The girl's been cursed, and made Thor 
angry by stealing his power of thunder!" Mildew screeched. 

Pache, frightened and sad, ran out of the great hall to the forest, 
where she hoped she'd be safe. Her father tried calling out for her, 
but she kept going, lightning crackling in the distance. Angry, 

Astrid walked toward Mildew. 

"What is your problem?!" She shouted as the old man got up. 

"My problem? I was simply pointing out a pest problem when that, 
thata€ | she devil tried to kill me!" He defended himself. 

"She's only five years old, she wouldn't kill anybody!" 

"She killed Alvin." Mildew smirked as the couple's faces turned 
white. He had stumped them. "That girl is dangerous, and Thor has 
said so himself! Look at the mark on the ground. That bolt can only 
have been made from a god himself!" 

"Thor didn't curse my daughter!" 

"Then how do you explain her inhuman abilities, hmm?" 

"She justa€ | " Hiccup couldn't explain them. She couldn't have gotten 
her powers from them. She couldn't have gotten them from any dragon. 
Unlessa€| "...has an extraordinary bond with her dragon, one so 
special that it effects both of them." 

"I haven't seen anything different with the dragon." Mildew sassed 
back . 

Hiccup simply pointed to where Striker was lying with a bunch of 
children on her, sleeping. "She hates being climbed on by hatchlings. 
Also, she's sleeping when Pache 's out there. They have a bond so well 
that they can look at each other and know what the other is thinking. 
They can contact each other in their dreams, and even share the same 
power. I have the same thing with Toothless, minus the 
powers . " 

"That's ridiculous! You expect me to believe thata€ ! " 

"You expect me to belive my FIVE YEAR OLD daughter is CURSED BY THOR? 
You're crazy Mildew!" Astrid cut him off. 

"I refuse to believe that a little freak like her wouldn't be 
cursed!" Mildew shouted back. Astrid lost it, and charged him, only 
to be stopped by Hiccup. "In fact, I wouldn't be surprised if she got 



her lethalness from her mother." Astrid escaped Hiccup's grasp, but 
more vikings came to stop her. 

"Way to feed the fire Mildew, don't you want to live?" Hiccup said 
over Astrid' s stream of curses. 

"Alright, THAT'S ENOUGH!" Stoick shouted over the crowd of vikings, 
but Astrid still had to be held down. 

"Lemme at him chief, I won't make his death that painfula€ | much." 

She said, causing Mildew's eyes to go wide due to the fact he was the 
only one who heard that last part. 

"No Astrid, we need to solve this professionally and not like a lot 
of mad men . " 

"What do you suggest we do then? Go outside to look for her. You're 
nuts if you think I'm going out there." Mildew pointed outside where 
many bolt of thunder came crashing down. 

"Mildewa€|" Stoick rubbed the bridge of his nose in annoyance, 
"...just go home. You've caused enough trouble today." 

"Fine, fine, but don't blame me when one of you ends up dead. Don't 
say I didn't warn you." And the old man left the great hall on the 
path home that wasn't covered in bolts, but he was nevertheless 
cautious . 

"Alright, moving on. Let's get a search party out there. I want my 
granddaughter found as soon as possible. Then, the storm can blow 
over. Who's willing to go?" Nobody raised their hand. "Alright, those 
who stay can clean the stables tomorrow." Everyone raised their hand. 
Works every time, Stoick thought. 

The search parties were split into five groups, some going throughout 
the village, and most to the forest. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"So, did you do what I asked?" Alvin asked as he ate a chicken 
leg for dinner. <p> 

"The girl ran off like a frightened deer. Can't you hear the storm?" 
Mildew replied, eating his fish. 

"Excellent, now all we have to do is have a few more incidents. Once 
the Berkians see just how dangerous that little brat can really be, 
they'll want to ship her off the edge of the world. Once she's gone, 
the fun will truly begin." He gave an evil laugh, and thunder crashed 
in the distance behind him, feeding his ferocity. 

Out in the middle of the forest, a little girl with her eyes in 
slits, and lightning crashing all around her heard that laugh, and it 
made her run harder. She wanted to get away from the man, and tried 
to convince herself he was gone. 

But how could he be gone when she could feel his presence on the hand 
of that old man? The answer was simply unknown. 


**I want to thank you all for your support in this story. I will 



definitely take your suggestions under consideration, but know it 
will show up later in the story, so if it's not in this, or any close 
chapters don't be disappointed. That's all, bi.** 


10. Chapter 10: The Bond 

**I wanna thank dracologistmaster and Storyreader for their reviews. 
Literally, this whole chapter revolves around them and it helped me 
out in deciding what to do. Thank you!** 

_* *dracologistmaster- I am curious about the scale on the back of 
Hiccup and Pache's necks. Is that going to be explained in a future 
chapter? I would also like more information on this bond and the 
powers that come from it if possible. **_ 

_* *Storyreader- I think you should make Hiccup Astrid and Pache be 
attacked in the forest of berk by Alvin, Hiccup beats him and drags 
him back to berk and stoick makes him choose Alvin's fate. **_**I'm 
not going to have the fate-choosy thing because I read a fanfic with 
that once and I don't wanna copy. I liked this idea and dragged it 
around each chapter I typed, and It might be included in later 
chapters too.** 

**I also wanna say don't worry about these authors notes. I type the 
chapter and then the notes so their still the same length. So with 
that, here you go...** 

I ran as fast as I could out of the great hall. I could feel the 
rumbling of the ground as blue flashes spun all around my vision. 

When dad reached for me all I wanted was to take his hand, but I 
couldn't hurt him. The flow of electricity in my hands was too 
powerful, and I looked behind my mother to Striker. 

She's the one thing that can withstand this strange magic. In that 
split second when we locked eyes I felt the scale on the back of my 
neck grow hot, and a giant bolt nearly killed my dad. So, I ran out. 
What else could I do? Am I so dangerous that I can't even protect my 
dad from myself? 

I've killed before, why wouldn't I be able to do it again? 

The thought almost made me cry, but I held it in not wanting to burn 
myself again. I had no idea where I was, but I know I've been running 
for at least a couple hours. It's only felt like seconds. More 
lightning flashed and struck a rock next to my foot where I was about 
to step, making me fall down. 

I felt something in my lower back tear, and it felt like fire was 
burning there. Gothi told me not to do things stenous (strenuous), so 
my stitches must've torn. Cool blood started to dampen the bottom 
part of my shirt, and all I wanted to do was lay there, to cry. 

I wanted my mommy to sing my lullaby. I wanted my dad to hold me like 
he did at night, and Striker to curl around me and calm me down. But 
for the moment, my back hurt and the random flashes making me 
flinch . 

The sound of crashing thunder used to calm me down, but all I could 
hear now was the crack of a whip. 



><p> "PACHE ! "<p> 


"PACHE ! " 

"YOU OUT THERE?" 

"_LITTLE ONE ! "_ 

"_HATCHLING ! "_ 

"_WE ' RE LOSING YOUR SCENT, PLEASE COME OUT ! "_ 

Vikings and their dragons were searching for the young girl. The 
dragons were acting like blood hounds, while at the same time 
protecting their riders, and other people who didn't own a dragon, 
from the lightning. 

The more experienced were doing an air search, but others who 
couldn't maneuver around the lightning, which was pretty much 
everybody, were searching on the ground. Everybody worried for Pache, 
the storms only feeding on their worry rather than chasing them away. 
They are vikings after all, stubbornness issues. 

Hiccup, Toothless, Stormfly, Astrid, and Striker were looking the 
most. They were the loudest shouts, the fastest to dodge, the 
quickest to sniff something out. Fiendish was on Striker, hiding 
under the frills of her neck, quivering. 

"_Treacherous. Treacherous. Treacherous." _The hatchling whimpered, 
over and over again as Pache 's name was called. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"I wanna go home. I wanna go home. <em>I wanna go home. I wanna 
go home.<em>" Pache 's voice transfered from dragonese to norse as she 
whispered to herself. She was still lying down on the ground, most of 
her back bleeding from her ripped stitches. 

However much she wanted to cry, she wouldn't. She didn't want to burn 
her face, so she pretended the rain falling was her tears. "I wanna 
go home. I wannaa€ | " Her sentence was cut short by a flash of 
lightning and a silhouette of a large man. 

She gasped and the man slowly walked toward her. "Noa€ | " She 
whispered. "NO!" He still walked towards her, a slightly faster pace 
this time. "Please, N000!" She screamed and tried to get up, only to 
be grabbed by the collar. Then, everything went black. 

When she woke up she was in a cave somewhere. It was pitch black, and 
she was tied to a rock pillar. "Whya€ | wa€ | " 

"I see you've finally come to." A raspy voice said and a shadow 
appeared at the entrance of the cave, created by lightning. 

"Noa€ | " Pache 's eyes went wide. "You...Ya€|" 

"...died? No, of course not. I can't be killed. You see, every human 



being has a thing called self-preservation where they have the 
natural instinct to protect themselves from death, no matter the 
cost. My only cost was having to kill someone else in exchange for my 
own lif e . " 

He gestured to the corner in the far end where an old man was lying 
dead with a sheep in a pool of his own blood. Pache recognized the 
man immediately as Mildew. That's what her father called him. The 
smell was terrible and made her throw up. Odd thing was, some blood 
was in there as well. 

"I have been waiting for this for almost a week, and though that may 
not seem like much, when it's revenge you're feeding ona€ | " He leaned 
in close to her face, "...it feels like an eternity." Alvin's face 
was visible now and it had burn marks and scars all over it, making 
him almost seem like a living corpse. 

"I didn't. . . " 

He slapped her and she whimpered. "I'm not done talking!" He walked 
over to where a bookshelf was and pulled a thick one off. "You see, I 
need you for more than one reason. When you were on my ship I noticed 
something on the back of your neck. A scale, skrill, if I'm correct . 
Curious, I wanted information on skrills, but had none. However due 
to a stroke of luck the book of dragons has information on skrills, 
and this old haggard here was more than willing to give it to 


Sure enough, on the cover of the book it said, _Book of Dragons. _ He 
flipped through the pages to the end of the book where a page was 
updated . 

"At first, I thought there wasn't much until I noticed how there was 
new writing in charcoal in it. Someone had been updating. Probably 
your father if I'm not wrong? It says, 'having to tame a rare dragon 
is difficult, and isn't likely to happen. But, when it does the 
connection must be very powerful. So powerful that the bond isn't 
made, but born. 

"This occurs with only rare dragon species. A human has a scale on 
the back of their neck, and a dragon has a golden scale located where 
the heart is. If a bond is even more powerful than that, then there 
will be a shared power, either as lightning, fire, water, or whatever 
ability the dragon has. The power is revealed when both human and 
dragon are in an extreme and unexpected state of emotion.'" Alvin 
closed the book and walked over to his prisoner. 

"I don't know how to tame a rare dragon species, so you're going to 
tame one for me." 

"B...but you don't have a scaa€ i " He raised his hand to slap her, but 
lowered it when she stopped talking. 

"I'll take care of that later." That confused Pache even more. "But, 
for now I think a little family reunion is about to take place." He 
said and a roar of a skrill was heard. 

Pache 's heart leapt at hearing her best friend. But, the evil man was 
still smiling, and that worried her. The shape of a dragon appeared 
at the entrance to the cave. "Striker!" She shouted happily. However, 



there was no response to her call. "Striker?" The silhouette didn't 
move. "Striker, what's wrong girl?" Thunder clashed and she finally 
saw what happened. Striker was tied up. Fiendish also stuck under her 
frills, unseen by the former Outcast chief. 

Another dragon appeared, a whispering death, and it motioned Striker 
deeper into the cave where she had no choice but to oblige. Alvin 
walked toward the whispering death and it bowed to him. 

"This is the dragon you will make my bond with. Fail to do so, anda€ | 
well, we'll see what comes to mind." He smiled evilly. 

"But, you don't have a scale." 

"Not yet, but I'm sure when we reach Camelot there'll be someone who 
can fix that . " 

"What's Camelot?" 

"It's a place on the other side of the world." 

"ButaC | I can't leave my familaCi" Alvin punched her. 

"If you DON'T leave there won't be any family for you to leave." 

Pache whimpered. "We leave as soon as the storm clears. I hope you 
have your sea legs girl, it's going to be a long journey." Then, he 
left the room, the whispering death staying behind to guard the 
skrill and her rider. 

Striker wished she could speak, but her mouth was tied shut. Pache 
however had free range, but all she was able to say was, "I wanna go 
home . I wanna go home . _I wanna go home . I wanna go home . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p> "PAAACHEEEE ! " Astrid screamed like bloody murder. She'd lost her 
daughter once, and she wouldn't do it again. How had things gone so 
wrong when everything seemed so right?<p> 

"PAAACHEEEE!" Hiccup was right along with her. 

"_Treacherous little hatchling, WHEERE ARE YOUUU!?" _Toothless 
roared . 

"_YOUNG PRINCESS, PLEASE STOP HIDING!" _Stormfly pleaded. 

The search had now gone for more than five hours, and it was nearly 
dawn. Pache 's scent was nowhere to be found, and Striker had suddenly 
disappeared as well. Everyone figured where Pache was Striker was, 
but why wouldn't she come back then? It just didn't make sense. 

What also didn't make sense was that the lightning was clearing. Had 
Pache controlled her power? If so she would've come back. 

Had she fallen asleep, or worse, passed out by being injured? But if 
so her blood would have been scented immediately by tracker 
dragons . 

She had been on the move. The only way she could have lost her scent 
was by water. 



The shores had been searched multiple times, and the river banks, 
ponds, and lakes had been scoped out. She wasn't by water, but she 
was somewhere damp. However, she wouldn't have been able to get to 
the sea cliff caves without a dragon, and Striker was the only one 
who could have taken her because of her power. Any other dragon 
would've been scared off, and reported. 

But, Striker would have brought Pache back, and if her powers were 
getting under control and she had been able to ride another dragon 
then she would've flown back. 

No, it just didn't make sense. None of it did, and it worried 
everyone . 

The sun slowly began to rise, and the storm diminished completely. 
Astrid had tears streaming down her face, and Hiccup had an angry 
look, mainly directed at Mildew. 

Mildew. Oh, how everyone hated that grumpy old troll. He had brought 
nothing but trouble and hate wherever he went. They hated him more 
than they used to hate Hiccup. They hated him more than the god, 

Loki . He was just a thorn in their side. 

Hiccup couldn't hold it back anymore, and as soon as he flew back to 
Berk he blew up the cabbage cop, completely ruining the plants and 
the soil so it could never be replanted again. 

Astrid followed behind and blew up the roof of the house. Then they 
landed and looked onto the horizon where a single ship was sailing 
away . 

_Odd._ They thought, but let it slide. Astrid also thought by now 
that Mildew would have come out of his house screaming about his roof 
on fire, and his crops ruined. But, he wasn't one to dawdle and 
probably went to spread more hate. 

If only they knew what happened to Mildew, that Alvin was still 
alive, and what was on that ship they let sail away. 

If only everything made sense. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>I also wanna say sorry for not updating last week. I had 
a LOT of homework and projects and two of my nieces and one of my 
nephews came over, limiting my time on typing, 
so. . . yeah . <strong> 


11. Chapter 11: Little things 

**Well, Tuesday sucked. I was sick and throwing up and couldn't do 
ANYTHING! Sorry if this comes in late, but my stomach and throat are 
still sore from all the puking. (I know, TMI but whatever) I also 
wanted to know if I should include Valka in this fanfiction. I wasn't 
sure if I should, but I also had some great ideas for her, and I'd 
like to know your opinion. AnywayaC | enjoy.** 


"No . . . noooo, N0000!" 



The little brat has been screaming all night now. It's become quite 
annoying and I might just go down and wring her neck to shut her up, 
but if I'm going to put her to any use I need her ability to speak to 
dragons in check. Once I become bonded I'll be one of the most 
powerful people in the world. With a whispering death. I'll be even 
more powerful than the night fury. 

Of course even though I'll be more powerful I can't have anyone to 
threaten my power. So, I'll simply kill him and any other bonded I 
ever find, even if it's just a little girl. 

" AAAAAHHHH ! " 

There it is again. That stupid screaming. How can someone only five 
years of age be screaming like that? I bet she's just a brat who's 
throwing a tantrum. Of course, I did kidnap her and her dragon and 
threaten to kill her family, but she's had an easy going time 
compared to what I had to face when I was her 
age . 

"ST OOOOOOOOP ! " 

"THAT'S IT, I CAN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE!" I ran down the stairs to go 
shut the girl up. She's just screaming to annoy me, like she did with 
my guardsa€ | er, previous guards. Who she killed. Just another reason 
for her to die. But, if she tried to escape I would kill her dragon, 
and she knows this. 

I throw off the thin blanket covering hera€ | only to see her fast 
asleep. So, she wasn't purposefully doing this? Either way she needs 
to keep quiet, and if keeping her awake will do that then she will 
stay awake. 

I kicked her in the side and she was flung to the other side of the 
boat, making it rock. "SHUT UP!" I shouted just in case she couldn't 
hear me. 

"Ia€| Ia€|" She tried to pull herself up, but fell back down. What a 
weakling, just like her father was. 

"Stop being such a brat and deal with it. You're not going to see 
your family for a long time girly, so you better get used to it." I 
spat at her. 

"Ia€| Ia€|" She kept repeating. "Ia€| Ia€|" Tears began forming at 

her eyes, which was just what I wanted to see. I wanted to watch her 
cry and beg for mercy. I wanted to see her fade into nothingness as I 
seduced her into nothing but a measly worm. "Ia€| Ia€|" But then the 

water was gone, and her eyes were in slits. "Ia€| Ia€|" 

"You _what _for the gods sakes?" I asked, growing impatient. 

"Ia€| I won't cry." Her eyes turned normal again, and her lips formed 
a quick smile before she began to laugh hysterically. It was even 
worse than the screaming. 

"SHUT UP!" I kicked her face, and she was knocked unconscious, but 
the smile was still on her face. 



Knowing she'd be like that for a few hours I headed back up on deck 
where the skrill was trying to escape her chains, but to no avail. 
The only thing that accomplished was the whispering death punishing 
her. But, the skrill oddly enough began to make an odd sound almost 
likea€| laughing? 

I snapped my fingers and the dragon was poked by a poisoned needle 
which would keep her unconscious for a few hours. 

What weirdos, I thought as I picked the excess earwax out of my 
earlove . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Oh Apachexaterrascorpioarosalight , my daughter, where could you 
possibly be? I thought as I tried to eat breakfast, but my appetite 
was gone so it was a waste of time. I even almost fell asleep twice, 
but avoided it . <p> 

I can't sleep without knowing all of my family is safe. Where could 
she possibly be? 

Hiccup and I have been taking shifts since yesterday night. Every 
five hours we switch and get food and sleep. Or at least all the food 
and sleep our bodies and minds can endure. 

Other dragon riders have helped too, but don't have the same 
perspiration, which Hiccup and I understand. Pache is our 
responsibility and we should've been more concerned when she first 
showed signs of her power. Instead, we decided to ignore it and it 
almost killed someone. Accidentally of course, but it would have 
nevertheless happened. 

Mildew has also disappeared. We think he might have had something to 
do with Pache, but he's an old man. He would have had to get some 
help, and we already took attendance to everyone on the island, and 
nobody else was gone. 

How could she have just disappeared like that? How could Mildew have 
disappeared like that? How could we still not find her? 

We've even gone as far as terror messaging other chiefs. While we're 
at it we're also going to try to change their view on dragons. For 
each island we send two or three riders as Berkian representatives. 
While they're at it they can also search for any sign of 
Pache . 

We've already gone through two Islands in the past few days, but so 
far we've had no luck of finding my daughter. 

And I had such a good surprise for her when she would be fully 
recovered . 

But, for now all I can do is ponder on what would have been, and what 
will be later on as I hum a lullaby that will forever be in my heart. 
_Let the wind carry us to the clouds hurry up, alright. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>We can travel so far as our eyes can see.<em> 



Pache ran the image of her mother singing the lullaby throughout her 
head. It kept her asleep, and gave her nightmares of when all the 
happiness was ruined. 

She realized the only way to feel alive was to feel great amounts. If 
she only had sweet dreams then she would sleep forever. 

What she forgot was that she tended to scream, and had been abruptly 
awoken by Alvin. However, all she could do was laugh at the thought 
that he thought he was seducing her. But, he was just making her 
stronger. Every second that she spent enduring pain is every second 
weakness left her body. Not only did she have advantages Alvin knew 
about, but also about advantages Alvin didn't know about. 

Because he forgot about the little green dragon hidden under 
Striker's frills. 

Four hours later at eleven o'clock Pache woke up smiling and giggling 
so Alvin couldn't hear her. Only a dragon could, but Striker wasn't 
awake yet, and whispering deaths couldn't hear very well. That only 
left one. Fiendish. 

The hatchling poked his head out from one of the spines on Striker's 
head and cocked his head, wondering if he actually heard what he 
thought he heard. 

Another giggle was heard, and he looked around to make sure Alvin and 
the whispering death weren't looking, and in that split second he 
scrambled for a crack in the floor that lead to where Pache was. When 
he made it down there her smile somehow got bigger, and she hugged 
him with a warm embrace. 

"_0h Fiendish, I'm so happy you're safe!" _She 
whispered . 

"_Treacherous, Treacherous!" _He replied and had a gummy, wide eyed 
looked . 

"_Thank goodness you're here. I need your help." _He cocked his head 
with a questioning look. "_Since you're not able to fly yet I need 
you to give this to a scauldron. She took out a small scroll in a 
bottle hidden in the folds of her skirt and teared off a piece of 
fabric. Then she tied the bottle around Fiendish neck. "_You need to 
leave the boat and call for a dragon who goes by the name of Leelyah. 
Then, show her the bottle, she'll know it's from me. She'll take you 
home . 

Fiendish nudged her, he didn't want her to leave. "_You have to go. 
It's the only way I'll ever get home and safe again. If you're 
worried about swimming it's alright. There's a loose board above us, 
just take it and hold on to it while you're out there. When you think 
we're far enough away so that the bad guys can't hear us then start 
calling . 

"_Treacherous." _The dragon purred and nudged her. 

"_Please, if all turns out alright then I'll see you soon. But you 
have to hurry." _Excited about the idea of Pache being safe he 
grabbed the loose board out of the floor and went out to sea. 



Just like what Pache said, when they were out of earshot he called 
for Leelyah. Five minutes later, a teal scauldron popped out of the 
water and began to carry the hatchling terror to Berk. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Mildew was dead. He finally kicked the bucket . <p> 

Or the bucket kicked him. 

He was found dead in a high elevated cave by the ocean. It only added 
to the questions and possibilities of Pache' s disappearance. Who else 
could have taken her other than the grumpy old man? 

Many people, while expecting Mildew's death to be soon, were still 
shocked. How old he was made it seem like he was immortal, but this 
was obviously proven false. 

Also adding icing on the cake, his death wasn't natural. So now 
Snotlout and the Twins (oh boy) were trying to find his murderer. So 
far they found nothing. Hiccup was pacing around his room, trying to 
make sense of it all. 

_Could the murderer and Pache be connected? _He thought. But how 
could he have gotten away? Every citizen was on Berk and no strangers 
were there before Pache was gone. _Who could have been able to pull 
something off like this? Who's dangerous and cocky enough to even 
try? The only person u can think of isa€| no! That's impossible . 
Hiccup scoffed at the thought. _But then again, we never did see his 
remains 

A look of shock and horror appeared in his face and he ran out to 
find Astrid. _How could we have been so _stupid_? _He hard toward the 
forest where Astrid was taking out her rage, all the while repeating 
one thought about his daughter being gonea€ | 

_I did this._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Alvin had been tying up his boat to the dock when he noticed a 
couple people staring at him.<p> 

_I guess I'll have to kill them later tonight. _He thought and made a 
mental note about it. They hadn't made it to Camelot yet. It would 
take at least a year to actually get there, so detours had to be made 
to restock for food and other items. He left his dragon in charge 
with Pache and Striker hidden in what could currently be called as 
the dungeons . 

Alvin was going to just get enough food for at least a week, a new 
tunic because his was covered in blood. That's probably why people 
were staring, but he'd deal with that later. 

He also needed a gag for the little girl and some drugs to put her to 
sleep easier. If he kept knocking her out she'd get a concussion, and 
he needed her knowledge. If she fell asleep on her own she'd start 
screaming . 



Lastly, Alvin needed a whip. He'd lost his old one, and had to use a 
belt, but now that he was going to the shop he could get one. It 
wasn't just for the five year old though, it was also for his 
dragon . 

Why that thing still followed him, he didn't know. He had figured it 
was probably afraid of him hunting it if it got away. And he 
would . 


Right now they were somewhere a couple hundred miles away, and the 
docks were large, and full of trade. He'd be a needle in a haystack. 
Suddenly, he heard a voice behind him and turned to see a man dressed 
in armor and hopping off of a horse. Behind him, several more guards 
were there. 


"What did you say. I didn't hear ya." Alvin asked in his best 
English, which was surprisingly good, that he learned in that 
horrible past of his. 

"A criminal has disappeared and we need to search for him. Do you 
mind if we look around your vessel?" the man replied. 

"Who's asking?" 

"The captain of the royal guard, by the king's orders." 

"Is it a necessary requirement?" 

"If you don't want to be suspected then you'll let us." 


Alvin grumbled in frustration. "Fine, but only you. It's a small boat 
I'm sure you'll find your way." He'd have to find a way to convince 
the captain to keep quiet about the dragons, and he'd have to 
convince him Pache was a psychotic daughter that he would be taking 
to an exorcist or something. 


"Thank you for your cooperation sir. 


"Whatever . 


12. Chapter 12: The wrong hands 

**Sorry if this came in late I got lay and decided to take a break. 
Plus my weekend was filled with soccer games, so yeah. EnjoyaCi** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Alright then sir, thank you for cooperation. That's all we need 
from you, so be on your way." The captain said and went back to doing 
his business, leaving Alvin there gaping. <p> 

He was shocked because when he went to show the captain what was in 
the boat, there was nothing. It was empty. No dragons. No girl. No 
blood. No chains. No cargo. It was just an empty space. 

How could someone be able to pull that off? Alvin would've seen it 
happen. Right? No matter, he'd track them down anyway. They couldn't 
have gotten far. Right? 



He walked into town to get cargo, then he'd look for his prisoners. 

He needed them. Behind him, a young boy, about five years old, ran up 
toward the captain and hugged him. 

"Daddy, Daddy, you won't believe what I just saw!" He 
exclaimed . 

"What was is it, Gabriel?" He asked and picked up his son. 

"It was a dragon! It had four wings, and big claws, and someone was 
riding it! They went in that man's boat, then flew out fast as 
lightning with two more dragons! It was the coolest thing ever!" He 
exclaimed . 

A guard nearby laughed and said, "Quite an imagination your boy's got 
there . " 

"Indeed, but Gabriel, you know dragons aren't real, right?" 

"Of course they are! I just saw them. THREE of them. And two people 
riding them!" 

"No, you didn't. You can't keep imagining silly things like that. 
You're old enough to know what's imagined and what's 
not . " 

"Buta€ | " 

"Come now, you're mother must be worried where you are." He put Gabe 
down, grabbed his hand, and began walking home. The little boy in his 
head however vowed, _One day I'll catch a dragon. Then they'll know 
I ' m serious ._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Mmmmma€ | " Pache groaned and slowly opened her eyes. Upon seeing 
her location, a dark cave almost like the one she used to live in but 
bigger, she jumped up. "Huh? Where am I?"<p> 

_I'm not in the ship? _She turned her eyes to slits to see better in 
the dark, and listened for any recognizable sounds. _It ' s not _my 
_nest, but I can hear other dragons. _"Where am I?" Her eyes turned 
back to normal and she heard the beating of wings coming closer. 

Two dragons entered the cave, a skrill, and a stormcutter. 
"Dreamstriker ! " She shouted happily, and said dragon ran over and 
nudged her. "I knew we'd be okay. I just knew it, but... where _are_ 
we ? " 

"So that's her name, Dreamstriker. It has a nice ring to it. Makes 
sense too. Made such a lovely storm last night." A voice rang through 
the cave and there was an odd shaking noise. Then, all around them 
dragons kindled a fire in their mouth, lighting up the room. 

"I'm sorry for it being so dark, but It's hard to find a constant 
light source for such a continuous abode. Oh, I'm sorry for using 
such big words on you, but I sometimes can't help but ramble." A 
masked figure stepped off of the Storm cutter, and clambered toward 
Pache who was trying to avoid her touch as he/she reached for 
her . 



"Wh...who are you?" She asked. 


"A vigilante. I mean aa€ | " 

"I know what that is. You don't need to translate." Pache's high 
vocabulary came in handy every now and then. The vigilante touched 
pache's face, and began to feel her long, wavy hair. The person 
stopped however, when he felt the back of her neck. 

"What isa€|" 

"It's a birthmark." She knew what had halted the movements. "My dad 
has one just like it. I probably shouldn't be telling you this. Last 
time I did I got kidnapped. Speaking of which, what happened? How did 
I get here?" 

The vigilante ignored the question and asked, "A birthmark? And 
you're father has one just like this?" 

"Yes . " 

"Whata€ | " The person paused, "...what is his name?" 

Pache was hesitant to reveal more information, but decided if Striker 
made a storm that night that the place was safe. "His name is Hiccup 
Horrendous Haddock III. I like to say it and tease him sometimes." 
_And then he reminds me of _my _beautiful name. Honestly, what was he 
thinking?_ She thought. 

She turned toward her savior who was trembling. "H-hiccup?" 

"Yup. Are you okay?" 

"Hiccup . " 

"Hello?" 

"Hiccup . " 

"Are you having a mental breakdown?" 

"Hiccup . " 

"Am I going to have to run for my life at any 
moment ? " 


"Hiccup . " 

"Please stop, you're scaring me. 


Pache heard the dragons' silent giggles at 
humans. The vigilante reached for her mask 
a woman whoa€ | "You look my father. That's 
giggled. "By the way, just so that I don't 
what's your name?" 


the behavior of the two 
and pulled it off. It was 
funny." Pache awkwardly 
pee myself in suspense. 


The woman paused for a minute. "Ia€| I am Valka. Valka... 


Awkward silence 



"_She is my rider, young hatchling." _The Stormcutter said. "_My name 
is Cloudjumper, previously known as Floquad. I'm pleased to meet you, 
princess." _He bowed down, and the dragons followed. They could sense 
a future alpha from a mile away. Valka seemed confused, but at the 
same time, phased out. 

"Nice to meet you too Floa€ i Cloudjumper." Pache responded, much to 
the woman's surprise. 

"How do you know his name? I haven't told you it." 

"Oh, no reason." She gave her an innocent smile. "I guess I just 
figured. Cloud. Jumper. It makes sense. Like Dreamst riker . " 

"I suppose so." She was suspicious, but let it go. "H-how do you have 
a dragon? Everyone else would justaC | " She paused to find the right 
words, "...kill it." She made a motion with her hands that was like 
she was ripping apart an orange. 

"My dad trained a dragon, and then my mom did. My dad and his dragon. 
Toothless, a night fury, are the alphas of the nest of Freyja. I've 
lived there my entire life, with the exception of traveling of course 
which we've done a lot." Pache responded, petting Striker's nuzzle 
who responded by tossing her in the air and catching her. The two 
laughed until Pache groaned and grimaced in pain. Her back was still 
in terrible condition. 

"I wouldn't move very much. Physical activity isa€|" 

"STRENUOUS!" Valka looked at Pache quest ioningly for her reason of 
interrupting her. "I learned it recently. The elder, when my back had 
stitches, told me not to do anything strenuous." 

"Very good. That was exactly the word I was going to use." The 
vigilante praised. It wasn't, but she thought it would make the young 
girl feel better. "AnywayaC | " Valka wiggled her staff so Striker, 
Cloudjumper, and a few dragons to light the way followed her to a 
smaller cave where medicine was kept, "...you should lie here until 
everything is better." Striker laid her rider down on a bunch of furs 
and the two accomplice dragons left, leaving only the bonded. Valka 
began to mix some herbs and Cloudjumper lit up the fireplace for 
light and warmth. " I'll make you some breakfast. You must be 
starving after being in that boat." 

"Thank you ma'am." Manners was something Hiccup made sure his 
daughter knew. 

"Speaking of which, why were you in that boat with that Treacherous 
man? " 


"It's a looooooooooooooooooooooooaC | ." She continued to say long for 
a couple minutes, driving everybody near insanity. 

" . . . ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooong story. " 

"I have time." She responded and handed Pache some fish. "I hope you 
like cod . " 


"It's one of my favorites." The two smiled at each other, and the two 
dragons lied down to hear the story. 



><p>" Idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot 
idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot idiot . " Hiccup said under his breath as 
he flew on Toothless toward the nest of Freyja with 'the old 
gang . ' <p> 

Astrid and the other riders her age would go and look for Pache with 
some tracker dragons. Hiccup and Toothless still had to clear up 
business between Berk and the nest, injured dragons had to be taken 
care of, etc., etc. 

It killed him knowing that he couldn't look for his daughter, but he 
couldn't do everything. _At least Astrid will be out there. _He 
thought. She was probably the only person he could trust to find his 
daughter, (note: I said person, not dragon) 

"Hiccup, stop being so, what's the word? Haa€ | " 

" IMBICULLEN ! " Snot lout was interrupted by Tuff nut. Everyone looked at 
him with an irritated, angry, or confused look on their face. "What? 
Too boss of a word for your smallness of a brain?" He was ignored and 
Snotlout continued. 

"As I was saying, don't be so hard on yourself. It was that idiot 
Treacherous's fault. Also Mildew the cabbage-troll-hobbit 
thing . " 

"Snotlout, I don't expect you to understand." Hiccup furrowed his 
eyebrows . 

"What's THAT supposed to mean? I can understand your concern!" 

"No, you can ' t . " 

"And just why not?" 

"Pache isa€| special. Just one thing can set her off. You saw how she 
controlled her powers. Also, she has visions. Nightmares. Horrors 
only she can see. They cause her to scream and freak out. Only with 
the right treatment can it be stopped, and Alvin doesn't understand 
anything except that to shut someone up, you take them out." Everyone 
was silent. Hiccup sighed and said, "I don't expect him to kill her. 
But, I'm worried that in the wrong hands she'll have a fate worse 
than death." 

With those words, everyone seemed to fly a little bit faster. 


13. Chapter 13: Good mother 

**I've decided to not upload weekly. When I started this in December 
I was thinking I would only get to upload every three to four weeks. 
Most people don't upload until a couple months. I'm of course not 
going to do that, but I didn't think I would've gone through 13 
chapters in only four months. I can't upload weekly, but I'll try to 
upload as fast as my procrastinating brain is capable of. Thank you 
for all your support and hang in for chapter 14. Enjoy...** 



"... and that's how I got here." Pache finally finished her story 
which because of Valka's questions and her tendency to get into great 
detail, it lasted a few hours. Striker was asleep, curled up around 
Pache, and Cloud jumper was curled around Valka. 

"That's a terrible story. I'm sorry for all you had to go through." 
She sympathized. 

"It's not _that _bad. Yeah, the cuts and bruises hurt, but I got to 
see my grandpa, and mom, and I got to hit that ol ' meany Alvin with a 
_lightning bolt!_ C'mon, you gotta admit those were some pretty good 
times." The enthusiasm made Valka laugh, but at the mention of 
grandfather, she didn't laugh as hard as she might've. 

"So, repeat your name again." 

"Apachexaterrascorpioarosalight Treacherous Haddock." 

"What were you parents thinking?" 

"I know right? Then again, I guess it runs in the family. My dad's 
name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, so I feel like I got lucky on 
my part. I like long names, like my dad's, but I don't even know how 
they came up with mine." Pache suddenly had a coughing fit and Valka 
rushed to get a mug of water. 

"Here, drink this. Oh, you poor dear." The cup was put to her lips 
and she drank it greedily. 

When she was done Striker nudged her and asked, "_Are you okay 
Pache? 

"_Yeah, I'm okay. Just a little thirsty, that's all." _She 
replied . 

"So, you _really _can talk and understand their language." Valka 
observed . 

"Yeah. I learned by being around them all my life. I learned two 
languages. My uncle Toothless, and my Dad helped me out. It was a 
little confusing, and I do tend to switch from norse to dragonese, 
but It's funny seeing people and dragons reactions for the first 
time. Priceless." She giggled. 

"I'm not that surprised. I always figured there was a way for us to 
communicate. Of course we can communicate by bond, but It's good to 
know there's an even deeper level that our relationships can 


Pache pondered on this for a minute, and noticed a slight tense in 
Cloud jumper ' s movements. "Well, I need to go tend to some dragons' 
injuries I'll be back in a short while. Cloud jumper, can you stay 
here and watch her with Dreamstriker ? " 

He nuzzled her. "_Yes." _Even though Valka couldn't understand him, 
she knew his answer. Just before she was about to leave Pache said, 
"Wait! I want to say something." 


"What is it?" 



"I think you would make a good mother." Valka tensed and 
sighed . 

"I'm too old, and I wasn't there for my child to be a 
mother . " 

"Well, I think you would make a good grandmother at least." Pache 
tried to comfort the distressed woman. It worked as a smile spread 
across her face, and she left the cave. 

Once she was out of sight and earshot, Pache turned to the 
stormcutter and asked, "_She ' s not your bonded, is she?" _He nearly 
jumped out of his scales and his eyes went to slits. 

"_HOW DO YOU KNOW THAT?" _ 

"_You tensed up when Valka mentioned bonded. Also, she can't 
understand you. Well, she can understand you, but not when you talk. 
She should be able to. My dad is on the verge, I can tell, because 
he's been with Toothless for so long. But you and her have been 
together for sooooo long she should be hearing your voice by 
now"_ 

"_Treacherous little girl." _He grumbled. 

"_So, what's the real story? What happened? Where's Valka 's bonded?" 
_Cloudjumper paused for a minute, considering whether or not he 
should tell her. Finally, he closed his eyes and let out a puff of 
smoke . 

"_Dead. She's dead."_ 

"_What ! How?"_ 

"_It ' s a long story. 

"_Hey, don't pull that on me ! I just told you mine, now it's your 
turn to repay the favor. 

"_Very well. Valka 's dragon was a stormcutter, like me. She was my 
mate as a matter of fact. No other dragon would take her because one 
of her scales was tinted an odd color. But, I looked past the oddity 
and saw how strong she was. Indeed, other than that one scale she was 
the perfect specimen, and we were a proud couple. She was pregnant 
with our eggs. It was probably around the same time Valka was 
pregnant with her son. One day, we were out, flying when something 
fogged our minds, and suddenly, we were unable to control ourselves. 
Something had taken over our minds . 

"_It was the red death!" _Pache remembered the story her father told 
her about the terrible dragon he defeated, and how it would mind 
control others into slavery. 

"_Indeed, young one. Anyway, we raided a village and did the most 
unspeakable thing to the humans. My mate was on the far side of the 
island, so with what little control I had, I went to help her. But 
what I saw was unbelievable. She was playing with a young baby. She'd 
always had a thing for hatchlings, but a human was odd. A human was 
there, just as shocked as I was. Then, they turned to each other and 



I saw a spark in their eyes, and in that odd scale on my mate's 
chest. _ 

"_Then, a man attacked, and the woman was taken off by her. In the 
split second when a small bit of our minds cleared up, we flew back 
to this nest. Valka, the one who my mate carried off, was accepted as 
one of us due to her kindness, and skills in healing. Her inventions 
and brilliant ways of thinking was great. The sad thing is the only 
time she saw her bonded was during the raid._ 

"_She was unconscious while my mate went out for a flight, and was 
killed by trappers. When I found her, the trappers had skinned her. I 
burned their camp, and killed everyone in it . I am ashamed now of my 
merciless thinking. To honor her death, I burned the rest of her 
body, took her scales to the peak of the clouds, and let them rain 
down into the ocean. _ 

"_Upon returning here, the human woman was shocked, and grieving. But 
then she warmed up to us, and became a great asset. The white king, 
leader and creator of this nest, can speak to us in our dreams, and 
because Valka had a bonded he was able to communicate with her too. 

He explained the bonded, but never told her who she was actually 
bonded with. She just assumed it was me. We have stopped trappers, 
and rescued other dragons, each driven for something great, but for 
different reasons. Valka does it for peace. I do it for my mate, so 
that she may feel honor in her death." _Cloud jumper 
finished . 

"_Wow."_ Pache said, stunned slightly by the story. "_If you don't 
mind me asking, what was your mate's name?"_ 

"_Her name wasa€ . Orescala. But, I'm sure Valka would've called her 
Scale gold. I'm sure of it . 

"_It ' s a beautiful name . 

"_It fit her features. His eyes were shiny, and had a glimmer in 
them as he recalled memories. "_Our hatchlings would have been 
beautiful, fine specimens. I can only imagine what they would look 
like now." _And he did imagine. His heart swelled with joy and 
sorrow, and it radiated off of him so obviously that it almost made 
Pache cry. _Almost._ 

"_Do you feel better now that you've told someone?" _Pache 
smiled . 

"_0f course I do. You planned this didn't you?" _He turned and cocked 
his head toward the young girl. 

"_I made me feel better to tell my story, and I could see sorrow in 
your eyes. It's so obvious it nearly killed me . She said in a 
dramatic, fake way, and covered up her face with her hands to hide 
her smile. 

"_You ' re a treacherous little thing aren't you?"_ 

"_What else would I be? You know, I should make this my 
trademark . 

"_Your what? Oh no, no, no, no. No crazy ideas . 



"_Too late." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>A note. It was a simple note, but it held so much more. It held 
hope and comfort that Pache was okay. Alive. It was one more clue, 
one more step, to finding her.<p> 

And Astrid couldn't stop re-reading it. It reada€ | 

_**To whoever will find this,**_ 

_**I need you to give this to Mr and/or Mrs. Haddock. I want to tell 
you I am alive so don't worry. Alvin needs me for something big, and 
he won't kill me. By the way, Alvin Kidnapped me. He says he's taking 
me to someplace called Camelot, which is on the other side of the 
world. We will soon stop for some things and it will give you time to 
catch up. I overheard him saying something about where we are. We are 
going toa€ | * 

The note was a big help. The problem is that the rest was blurred by 
wet ink. Still, Astrid knew Hiccup could put together clues, along 
with Berk and the dragon's help. 

Over and over again she read it as she rode on Stormfly to Freyja. 
Over and over and over and over again. All the while thinking, _Am I 
a good mother? Even though I know I couldn't do anything to stop my 
daughter's kidnapping, or her loss of power control, I still could've 
been with her all those years. No, I _should've _been, despite my 
situation on Berk. Family is more important. _ 

When arriving she hopped off her nadder and ran inside, where a 
nightmare was guarding the entrance. He looked skeptical at first to 
let her in, until he saw Stormfly and recognized her as Pache 's 
mother. He bowed his head in respect and moved aside to let Astrid 
pass . 

Astrid then turned to Stormfly and asked, "Can you find Hiccup for me 
girl ? " 

"_0f course, Astrid." _She responded, but Astrid only heard a squawk. 
She sniffed the air for his scent, and walked on, Astrid following 
not far behind. After stopping to ask a few other dragons for 
questions, the nadder knew immediately where to go. _Pache's 
room ._ 

When they arrived at their destination, Astrid ran into the cave 
toward where Hiccup was sitting on Pache 's bed, holding something. A 
piece of paper. "What have you got there?" He jumped, startled, at 
his wife's sudden appearance. 

"Oh, it's just you Astrid. You scared me." 

"I see that. So, are you going to answer my question?" He looked at 
the paper for a moment, and then smiled. 

"I, with what little free time I have, was looking for clues that 
could help us more in finding her, and I found this under her 
pillow." He handed her the paper, and her eyes widened. 



It was the one letter she was able to send to her daughter. The only 
one. The one with the lullaby on it. The one Astrid spent so long 
thinking about what to put. The only letter she'd cried for two days 
over. The one she was afraid would hurt Pache if she said the wrong 
thing. The one that could've jeopardized their secret. It made her 
eyes water, and she wanted to cry again, but she didn't. 

"I just realized I have been staring at it for a while. You snapped 
me out of my daze." Astrid looked away for a moment and saw his eyes 
were watering. "When you sent that, it made me wonder what would've 
happened if the roles were reversed, and you were here for her. She'd 
probably be raised better. A little girl should have a mother more 
than a father. While I feel so blessed to have had her, I feel bad as 
well. For you, and for her. 

"I know you love her, and she loves you more than you think. Every 
night, she's asked Thor to look over those she most loves, you being 
one of the first. Every night she wanted me to sing that lullaby, and 
she'd sing along. I'd hear her hum it in the morning, and at noon. 

She doesn't know it, but I've seen her sneak a glance at the letters 
you sent me. 

"Astrid, she loves you so much, and you love her just as much. I know 
you wish you could've been there for her all those years, but the 
truth isa€| you were. You were always there with her. When she sang, 
when she read your words and handwriting, when Stormfly came to visit 
every now and then, and when she prayed. Even when she looked at 
dragon mothers she smiled and knew you were there. She drew your face 
based on my sketches, and when hearing stories about your heroics and 
physical training she'd attempt what you did. 

"There was you in everything she did becausea€| she is you. She is 
you and me, but you most of all. I see it everyday in the way she 
walks, the way she talks, the way she looks, and the way she can 
smile, immediately brightening everyone's day. It's amazing how much 
you two are alike. You weren't there physically, but she's turned out 
more like you than she could've ever turned out like me. You're a 
good mother, even if you're unsure of it. I just want you to know 
that." Hiccup finished. Astrid' s eyes were leaking tears, and her jaw 
was dropped. 

Suddenly, she hugged (tackled) her husband, and kissed him hard on 
the lips. When she pulled back she was smiling hard. "I love you so 
much. Hiccup. Thank you." She said. 

"For what?" 

"For always knowing what to say. Now," She held up the note from 
Pache, "let's go find our beautiful girl." 


14. Chapter 14:Dawn Lovix's foreshadow skilz 

**I wanna tell you why I called this chapter this. WARNING: SPOILER 
ALERT! Wow. Dawn Lovix's review was wow. My chapter titles usually 
are small, yet significant lines character in the story say, but wow 
This person was spot on. If you don't want a spoiler I'd advise not 
looking at this person's review on last chapter. However, if you 
already read it I put warning : spoiler alert at the beginning of this 



note, so don't get mad. Again, Wow. You have skilz. AAAAAnyway, 
enjoy . . . * * 

I finally found the Thor forsaken beast and somehow dragged it back 
to my boat without being seen. For some reason I felt like someone 
was watching me, but every time I looked up, there was nobody. It was 
kind of creepy. 

What am I saying? I'm Alvin the Treacherous. I'm able to bring a 
whispering death to it's knees-er, chin, or whatever they have. I'm 
able to survive a lightning bolt to the chest, and years with the 
wrath of Berk on my back. Creepy. Yeah right. 

Once I hid my dragon in the bottom with all my supplies, I untied the 
boat from the docks, released the sail, and took off. 

I had to find the young bonded girl, before she got home. But, I 
don't have any idea how to do that. So, I'm going to ask someone for 
help. Someone who is great at tracking dragons. 

The only clue left over was dragon claw marks, obviously there was a 
tussle between the culprit and the whispering death. If I can get 
this man to identify this species and hunt it for me, then I'll find 
Pache . 

The man I'm looking for travels often, and I had to find a very 
special map that had his routes on it from Trader Johann. Eret son of 
Eret I believe his title was. One of the most well known, yet 
mysterious dragon trappers alive. The map is extremely rare, and of 
course Johann would have it. It just so happens. 

I have to hurry, otherwise it'll take me a month to find him. Nothing 
can go wrong unless a storm brews, but the sky is not pink tonight, 
so I should be alright for now. 

Hearing my stomach growl, I walk towards the cargo for some food. 

When I open the lid to one of the barrels, there is something that 
could be a flaw in my plan. 

A young boy sat scrunched up in the barrel, staring up at me with 
frightened eyes. In his hands was a small dagger in a hilt that had 
his name carved in it. _Gabriel, _it said. 

"Gabriel, what are you doing here?" He said through clenched teeth. 
The boy's eyes widened. 

"How do you know my name?" He asked in wonder and admiration. _What a 
stupid, naA've child_, Alvin thought. 

"I know things you don't. You see, I have a special type of magic 
that can't be explained." 

"Wow. " 

"Now, answer my question. What are you doing here?" 

"Ia€] I want to find dragons to prove I saw one. I snuck away in this 
barrel to prove I'm not imagining things. Soa€ | Please don't throw me 
off. I swear I'm not crazy!" He pleaded, his body tense. Alvin 
reached down and picked the boy up by the scruff of his collar. 



He could use this boy to his advantage. 


"Calm down, I'm not going to throw you off. In fact, I'm looking for 
a dragon too, if you will help me. I'll let you stay with 


"_Really ? "_ 

"Really." He said and put the five year old down. "But, before you go 
I have one secret to tell you." He leaned in to whisper in Gabriel's 
ear. "I need to find this dragon to make my magic even _more_ 
powerful. And, if you ever decide to betray me, you. Will. Pay." 

His face flushed, and Alvin smiled. "Understood?" 

"Yes . " 

"Yes _what_?" 

"Yes _sir._" 

"There's a good lad, now get to work." 

"Yes sir." 

"And you're not in the hull." 

"Yes sir." 

Yes, my plan is going well. And, if the little bugger ever did decide 
to betray me, his father will have an interesting visit. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Well, hello there my good customers, please feel welcome to look 
around and buy whatever interests you. On this section we have a sale 
and on this one we have restocked in. Oh, , I need to speak with 
you!" Trader Johann called him over .<p> 

"Hello Johann, what do you need?" Gobber asked. 

"Actually, I have information regarding a certain dragon rider." He 
said ominously. 

"Hiccup?" He'd hoped he would learn more about his old apprentice. 
Hiccup told much about his travels in full detail, but didn't tell 
much about himself. He spoke about the wonders of the places he went 
to, some about Freyja, but didn't speak anything about himself. 

"No. It's someone who rides her dragon like the wind blows through 
the air, cutting through it in a beautiful, elegant 
manner . " 

"Astrid?" Gobber hated when Johann got in detail. It was like 
listening to riddles. 

"No. It's someone who dares to ride in storms and who can strike fear 
into anyone's hearts once their true treachery is 
unleashed . " 



"Ruffnut and Tuffnut?" 


"No, it " 

"For Thor's sake Johann, who is it!" 

"The girl you call, Apachexaterrascorpioarosalight . " 

"You could have just told me that in the first place." His face made 
an annoyed expression. 

"But Ia€ | " 

"I don't want to hear it. What's the news?" 

"Well, while I was out just a couple hundred miles north-east off the 
coast of a large country called Ainstatia, a place where trade has 
flourished for many years and in which I had traveled to often, I was 
receiving payment for a bottle of squid ink wrestled from the bottle 
of the ocean by aa€ i " 

"Johann . " 

"Oh, I'm rambling again. Anyway, the man I was trading with walked 
off with the rare black substance, a shadow popped out of nowhere, 
and I got chills. A terrible and frightening stench filled the air, 
and a familiar, scratchy voice rang through my 
ears . " 

"Johann . " 

"And when I turned around to face the man, it was just who I had 
suspected. He towered over me by at least three feet, and the size of 
his muscles tensed up showed just how serious he would be over the 
manner in which he came to see me." 

"Johann . " 

"He leaned down, his dark eyes gazing into mine, as if looking into 
my soul . " 

"JOHANN! Just get to the point." Gobber shouted, annoyed at the over 
detailed storytelling of the sailer. 

"It was Alvin the Treacherous." Gobber 's expression changed from 
anger to surprise. 

"_What_?" There was a slight tint of disbelief in his voice. The 
trader did tell some tall tales every now and then. 

"That's right sir Belch. It was him, no doubt about it." 

"What did he want?" 

"Well, recently I had received a very special item, one that I had 
been looking forward to acquiring for overa€ | " 


"JOHANN! " 



"It was a map of Eret son of Eret ' s courses." Again, more surprise. 
The man was a living legend. Not as big as the death rider of course, 
but his name and tales of him were very well known. The trapper's 
skills were unmatched and anyone who challenged him 
disappeared . 

"What did he want with _that_?" 

"He didn't say much, but I did catch a slight error in his words. It 
was so small it was like a speck of dust on a polished crystal, 
barely detectable. However, my sharp hearing and familiarity with 
lies was able to detect the problem in wha€ i " 

"Johann I swear I'm this close to killing you." 

"Well, uha€ | anyway. He said "With this I can get what I've been 
wanting for so long once she's mine again." The last part I found 
very interesting." 

"So that means thata€ i " 

"He doesn't have her. And if he wants a trapper's help it's obvious 
she got away with a dragon. A special species he himself cannot 
identify." Gobber took a minute to process this information, the 
happiness that they have a huge lead overwhelming his mind. 

"Thank you very much Johann, I'll make sure this news doesn't go to 
waste . " 

"It was my pleasure. I'd better get back to work now. Can't keep the 
customers waiting, my old man used to say. It's an interesting story 
in fact how he came to know that." But, when the trader turned his 
back to share it with Gobber, he was already gone. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p> " HAHAHAHA ! " Distant laughter could be heard from where Valka was 
watching her granddaughter play with the hatchlings from a high 
pirtch . <p> 

Earlier she had introduced the Bewilderbeast to Pache. She spoke with 
him, and they shared words of wisdom. Even though Valka wasn't able 
to understand the conversation, she knew Pache was satisfied with 
herself now. Her facial reactions and body language showed surprise, 
comfort, and happiness. Of course the wise Alpha would do that to a 
troubled girl. Now when she walked it looked like a huge weight was 
lifted off her shoulders. 

The treatments Valka used on her almost immediately healed her 
wounds, and in a short time running was something easily done. Soon, 
feeding time would come and she wanted to see the happy reaction of 
her descendant's face. The big smile that came upon dragon riding. 
Hopefully, she'd also tell more about her father and her past. 

She wanted to ask Pache to stay with her, and grow up to learn even 
more about dragons. How would she respond? There were dangers, such 
as Eret and Drago, but they could be avoided if given the effort, and 
there would definitely be Alvin trying to track Pache down, but after 
being away from humans for so long, you long for contact with your 
own species. 



This was Valka's chance again to make up for the years she lost, and 
use them to an advantage. While she didn't want to take a child from 
her parents, she needed to learn to control her powers, and the 
Bewilderbeast could help with that. Also, if Valka were ever killed 
one day, her knowledge would be passed on to her granddaughter. It 
had to be done for Pache's own good. Nothing selfish about it. 

The future was looking bright if all went according to plan. She 
wouldn't have to reveal herself to Berk, and Pache would be safe and 
taken better care of. Facing Stoick and the child she abandoned was 
something too difficult right now to deal with, and once this was all 
over perhaps she would gather the courage to, with Pache's help, face 
her past . 

As Valka watched her Granddaughter play, her long hair shining in the 
sunlight and oceanic eyes reflecting off of the ice, she said, "I 
just know we're going to have boy problems in the future." 


15. Chapter 15: Alpha and Captain 

**I honestly thought I wouldn't get this finished until next week, 
but once I started typing this today, I couldn't stop. The classical 
music I was listening too really helped along the way as well. So, 
here's another chapter, (so proud of myself) I also began to revise 
the previous chapters in case of typos and repetitive words. Nothing 
in the plot has changed though, so no need to re-read, (unless you 
want to) Anyway, enjoy.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"She'll see. She's wrong. <em>Ugh<em>, who does she think she is? 
She thinks just because she's her mom that they have some telepathic 
connection. Telepathic connection my arse." Hiccup grumbled as he 
sailed to the island Trader Johann was talking about. Him and Astrid 
got in a fight earlier about finding Pache, and she headed to Xaterra 
thinking Pache would have a natural attraction to the island she was 
born to. 

Of course. Hiccup on the other hand thought she would have escaped 
the boat and hidden in the city. If not then maybe there would be 
some witnesses. The fight they had wasn't that bad, but it still 
stung . 

"_Hiccup, this is great news! Now we know she's escaped Alvin." 

Astrid said._ 

"_But, where would she have gone? We have to thoroughly think this 
through . 

"_Maybe she went someplace she would feel safe, and where she could 
get back here more easily. 

"_I don't know. If it was a sudden escape she would've hidden and 
made sure Alvin was gone. There's hardly a possibility she escaped 
with a dragon. Otherwise we'd already be hearing about it, seeing as 
there are no dragons around that area. Also, Striker would have 
brought Pache back. If anything she's back in Ainstatia."_ 



"_I disagree. I know that she's a smart thinker, but with all she's 
been through there must be too much pressure. People tend to seek 
comfort in this time. In a place they can call home. The best place 
she would've gone would be Xaterra. It's not far from there either, 
so there 'd be hardly any trouble travelling . 

"_I know Pache, trust me. I've been with her her whole life, and if I 
were her I'd stay where I was to make sure the coast is clear. She is 
my daughter after all."_ 

"_Uh, excuse me? She's _our _daughter. And if I were her I'd go to 
Xaterra . 

"_That ' s not where she's going. 

"_It is too. 

"_She ' s in Ainstatia."_ 

"_She ' s in 
Xaterra . 

"_Ainstatia . 

"_Xaterra . 

"_Ainstatia ! 

"_Xaterra ! 

"_You know what? If you feel so strong on your opinion then why don't 
you go find her by yourself?"_ 

"_I will ! 

"_And when I find her in Ainstatia then you can admit your 
wrong . 

"_And when I find her in Xaterra you can admit your being as stubborn 
as your father after a drinking contest ! 

"_I'm not being stubborn! You're the one who's acting like a 
brat ! 

"_A BRAT! Why you little son of aa€ | " She began to raise her axe, and 
Hiccup reached for his dagger. Upon realizing what they were 
implying, they put their weapons back and stood in an awkward 
silence. Then, they turned and ran in the opposite direction. Hiccup 
to get Toothless in a boat and head to where he thought Pache was, 
and Astrid to ride Stormfly to where _she _thought she was._ 

Hiccup felt awful about the whole thing. Only when they were 
teenagers did Astrid ever pull an axe on him to fight. The thing was, 
he was about ready to fight her back too. He couldn't bear to imagine 
how that would've turned out. 

"I hope when this is all over you can forgive me Astrid." He 
whispered to himself as he pulled up to the docks. When he reached 
the shore guards were everywhere, searching boats, and running about. 
"What thea€ | " He began to say, until he was interrupted by a 



voice . 


"Hey you!" A man stood in front of him, and had a badge that said, 
**Captain of the Royal Guard.** 

"Me?" Hiccup replied in English. 

"Yeah you! Has your boat been searched yet?" He 
asked . 

"Searched? " 

"Yes . " 

"For what reason?" 

"Answer my question." 

"Answer mine first. I believe I have the right to agree on whether or 
not my property should be searched by a man I don't know for a reason 
I don ' t know . " 

"I have a search warrant." 

"Then by all means, let me see it. It's bound to state reasoning on 
it." Hiccup smirked. 

The man sighed and said, "I am Captain Richard Calhoun Marrinx of the 
kingdom of Maceortulin. I-my son has gone missing these past couple 
days, and we have reason to believe he's been kidnapped. We are 
searching boats just to be sure, but there hasn't been any sign of 
him. So step aside if you're innocent. However, if you refuse any 
further I'll have you arrested." 

"Fine." Hiccup grumbled. "But, you are the only one allowed to look 
below deck, and I must accompany you." 

"Why? Are you planning on killing me once we're down there?" 

"Your men would be suspicious if you didn't come back out. Not to 
mention why would I attack you?" 

"Maybe you have something to hide." 

"Maybe so. But nothing anybody hides is worth a life." Hiccup said 
with sincerity. Looking into the green eyes, Richard could tell the 
Viking was being truly honest. 

"Very well." The captain agreed, and Hiccup led him below as the 
guards searched above deck. 

What greeted the man almost made him scream. It was a big, black 
beast that had large claws, slits for eyes, and big, sharp teeth. It 
growled at him, and advanced forward a few steps. "Wha-what is that 
monster?" He asked. Hiccup walked forward and put his hand on 
Toothless's snout, putting him into a more relaxed position. 

"Calm down buddy. He's a friend." Richard could not believe what he 
was seeing! The man was actually calming down the beast! 



"What is that thing?" 

"Oh," Hiccup cleared his throat, "let me introduce Toothless." He 
looked at the dragon for a while and when nothing happened, elbowed 
him in the chest to which was responded with an eyeroll, and a cute 
gummy smile. 

"Howa€ | " 

"And, I am Hiccup. We are the alphas, that's kings in your 
dictionary, of the dragon nest of Freyja." The captain was stunned. 

He didn't know how to respond. He cautiously looked at Toothless, but 
saw that when he wouldn't attack it was safe to lower his 
guard . 

"Did you say, kings?" 

"Why yes, I believe I did. Though, as leaders of dragons we prefer 
the term alphas . " 

"Do you have proof?" 

"WELL, we COULD call over all 568 of our subjects, but that might be 
a problem to you." The man's face went pale. "Just kidding. I have a 
seal." He turned around and showed the back of his neck where his 
scale was. To people of this region it could be used as a king 
seal . 

"I-I'm sorry if I've been disrespectful to you, your highness." 
Richard bowed once realizing who he was with. 

"Don't worry. And please, call me Hiccup." 

"Alright then...uh. So, what are you here for Hiccup?" 

"You could say I'm kind of in the same situation as you are. You see, 
my daughter's been kidnapped, and for over a week we've been 
searching for her." 

"We?" 


"Freyja, and the Isle of Berk. You see, she's kind of the princess of 
Freyja, and the granddaughter to the chief of Berk. So, you can see 
how important she is." 

"Indeed. I'm sorry for misjudging you. Any norsemen who come here 
usually are, wella€|" 

"Gruff. Intimidating. Pickle brained." 

"I was going to say unfriendly, but yes. Like, not too long ago there 
was this tall man with a big black beard and a gruff voice who seemed 
cautious about the boat searching, like you were." Hearing his 
description. Hiccup's eyes went wide. 

"This man didn't happen to have an 

I ' ve- jus t -been- st ruck -by- light ning-and-have -been- rot ting- in-the-att ic- 
of-a-cabbage-f arm look to him, did he?" 

"Descriptive, but yes. Why do you ask?" 



"He's the one who kidnapped Pache, my daughter. And I wouldn't be 
surprised if that's where your son is either. Alvin the Treacherous 
seems to have a way to manipulate and gather pawns is any way 
possible." This kindled a new hope for Richard, who just remembered 
something . 

"My son, Gabriel, just before he disappeared, said that he saw a 
dragon . " 

"Then Alvin does have him." Hiccup confirmed. 

"What should we do?" 

"If you can arrange a meeting with Berk and Freyja, then maybe we can 
do something about our children, and put an end to the wicked man's 
tyranny . " 

"It will be hard to do that. In order to convince the council to get 
involved there must be a good reason. Even if it is for two important 
men's children, it's not good enough. There must be more to it. One 
that would involve all of Maceortulin . " 

"Well, now call me crazya€| " 

"_I'm pretty sure it's implied in your character . The dragon behind 
him grumbled. 

"...but I have an idea." Toothless groaned behind him. 

"That's great! What is it?" The Captain asked. 

"What i f a€ | " 


"Yes?" 


"...unless this kingdom agrees to helpa€ | " 

"Yes?" Richard was becoming exuberant with curiosity. 

"...I will send a dragon attack and declare war, bringing all 36 of 
my allies with me." 

His eyes went wide, and Toothless face-palmed and groaned. But, as 
crazy as Hiccup's plans usually are, they work just as efficiently. 
_I ' 11 find her Astrid. I will._ He thought, and hoped she would find 
more clues as well, despite their argument. 


16. Chapter 16: 6 is a serious number 

"Pache? Pache dear, where are you? Huh, what are you doing?" Valka 
walked into the cave that was made Pache 's bedroom. 

"Oh, hi Valka! I'm just adding another tally to my cheek." 

"Huh?" When looking at her face, there were five tally's there drawn 
by charcoal . Then Pache drew one more on her arm, making six. "Why 
are you doing that?" 



"On my birthday daddy would always draw a tally on my cheek for how 
old I was. Then, he'd measure my height by marking it on a large 
piece of wood. It was great! Untila€|" Her voice wandered off and she 
looked at her feet. 

"Your birthday's _today_? Why didn't you tell me sooner?" 

"Well, I didn't want to bother you with it. You've been so kind to me 
so far, and it's not that big of a deal, so why bother?" Walking up 
to the young girl, Valka knelt down and lifted her chin up to look 
into each other's eyes. 

"Why bother? Because you, my dear six-year old, are _very _special. 
And so we must celebrate. I already have an idea what to get 
you . " 

"You don't have to." 

"I will. But, first I have to ask you something." 

"What is it?" 

"Ita€| it's hard to say when we will be able to get you back home. 
It's quite the distance from here, and with your current situation 
with Alvin and your powers it's not safe to go out. But, I will only 
keep you here at _your_ word. So, are you willing to stay here and 
let me train you?" Forest green met oceanic cyan, and Pache pondered 
for a while on the consequences and positives that could result from 
her decision. 

"I-I'll stay here." She resulted. 

"Are you sure? There's no turning back." Valka said, surprised at her 
granddaughter's quick response to the life-changing question. 

"I am. I don't want to hurt anyone back home, and until I'm 
absolutely sure that I can't be hurt by Alvin it's best to stay away 
from him. Besides, I get to stay with you and 
Salidabio . " 

"Salidabio? Who's that?" 

"That's the bewilderbeast . He understands me, and is a wise leader. 
I'd like to learn more from him, and you." She smiled. Valka stood up 
and grabbed Pache 's hand, beginning to lead her out of the 
cave . 

"I'm glad you made the choice you did. Now, let's go get your 
presents . " 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"YOU DEMAND <em>WHAT ! <em> ? " The king of Ainstatia shouted. 

"You heard me." Hiccup replied in the giant room where all of the 
nobleman of the kingdom and the riders/dragons of Berk/Frey ja had 
gathered for a meeting. The captain was standing awkwardly between 
both parties, wondering what to do when suddenly he spotted what he'd 
describe as the most beautiful woman in the world. With long, 
braided, blonde hair and a feisty look on her face. "Unless you help 



us in the finding of my heir and the captains heir we will declare 
war . " 

"You can't possibly expect us to make a choice so astutely in such an 
miniscule quantity of time." 

"On the contrary sir. You see, there is no choice." Hiccup said 
darkly. All of the other dragon riders had stoick expressions, but 
were nevertheless surprised. All but Astrid, who knew he was 
bluffing. But bluffing always worked. 

"What will go in our favor?" The king all but spat out. 

"You will have a strong brand of allies for many years to come, and 
there will be one less problem in your future." Astrid answered. A 
messenger terror had to be sent right away to retrieve her from 
Xaterra after the situation was explained. There was no time to 
discuss if she found anything there or not. 

"Don't be ridiculous, woman. I've had no problems with any other 
kingdom or tribe before you, so what trouble would come in which you 
would be involved?" The women in the room were about ready to bite 
his head off. 

"Have you ever heard of Alvin the treacherous?" 

"No . " 

"Eret son of Eret?" 

"Somewhat . " 

Hiccup paused, as if afraid to say the next name. "Drago Bludvist?" 
The king's face paled. "I'll take that as a yes. You see, Alvin 
kidnapped my daughter and Captain richard's son. My daughter escaped 
with a dragon and he's trying to track her using Eret. Eret, if he 
finds her, will eventually report to his master, Drago, who in turn 
will want to use my daughter. She has a very important role to Berk 
and Freyja you see, so it would be disastrous if that occurred. Of 
course, once he trained all of his dragon army he'll try to take 
control of the world, and since you are the closest kingdom to the 
Barbaric ArchipelagoaC | " 

"Yes, yes, I see your point." Hiccup was cut off. The king took a 
long sigh before saying, "Very well, we will aid you in your search. 
But, if any conflict may come to Berk or Freyja, leave us out of it. 
Ainstatia is only for searching, not schism. 

"Completely understood, thank you your majesty. That's all I require. 
I shall take my leave now and will be here tomorrow at dawn." He 
motioned for the others to follow him out the giant doors, and once 
the last person was out, a knife was suddenly flung at the king's 
head, barely missing him by a couple inches. He stared up at the 
weapon embedded into the wall where the initials H.H.H. Ill were 
embedded. Turning to the person who threw it with an incredulous look 
on his face. Hiccup said one final note. "If you _ever_ insult my 
wife or any other members of my domain for stupid reason like sexism, 
_you will pay._" Hiccup said in dragonese, which came out as a 
terrifying rumble/growl. 



He honestly didn't know what it meant, but Toothless had used it when 
addressing enemies, so why not. Besides, it obviously made the man 
who he threw the dagger at shake in his shoes. 

With those words, he walked out the room, shutting the door behind 
him and leaving an exasperated group of men behind. 

_Perhaps this deal will be good after all. If _he _can scare me then 
as an ally I have no fears after all. Better united than apart. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"This is WONDERFUL! Oh, I LOVE it!" Pache said, admiring her new 
dragon rider outfit Valka had given her.<p> 

"If you're going to stay here and train as one of us you must have 
have the proper uniform." She had said, and gave Pache a new outfit. 
She was twirling in a dark red, spaghetti strapped dress, matching 
the red stained at the tips of her hair from the blood, giving her a 
deadly appearance. The length of the bottom went about an inch and a 
half above her knees. Underneath that she wore a pair of black, grey, 
and brown mixed leggings. On her feet were blue and purple flats, and 
the bands on her wrists were different colors. On the left side it 
was black, and on the right side, it was white. Around her waist was 
a leather belt, and she also had a leather vest on, giving a tough 
but sophisticated look. Finally she had a white mask that covered her 
forehead, her temples, and her nose, and at the top was two horn-like 
objects sticking out. 

"This is the best present EVER! My daddy never got me clothes _this 
_nice, and when he did it wasn't the full outfit. And it was always 
boy clothes too. I love this dress!" Pache couldn't stop spinning, 
and eventually fell over from dizziness. "Whoo ! Head rush!" 

Valka couldn't help but laugh at the goofy child. "Don't make your 
head explode young one, there's still more." 

"MORE?" 

"Yes . " 

"What is it?" 

"You need a weapon, don't you?" Valka grabbed a large basket that was 
on Cloud jumper ' s back, and emptied the contents onto the ground. 

There was a variety of clubs, spears, axes, and bows that could be 
chosen . 

"That's a lotta stuff." The six-year old marveled. 

"You can choose the one you find most fitting. In order to protect 
yourself a weapon that you can use efficiently, and easily. So try 
some out and see what you like." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Astrid and Hiccup were standing there awkwardly, looking at the 
ground, wondering who would make the first move. Finally, Hiccup 
looked at Astrid and said, "Ia€|<p> 



"Hey, Hiccup!" A voice interrupted. The couple turned their heads to 
see the captain running toward them. 


"Oh, yeah Richard?" 

"I had a question for ya€ | Oh, who is this?" He asked, turning to 
Astrid . 

"I am Astrid, Hiccup's wife." She answered. 

"Your a lucky man. My wife died giving birth to my son. He's the only 
thing I have left of her. And, I wanted to say thank you for helping 
me find hi ... " 

"Astrid!" Ruffnut shouted, cutting off Richard as she ran toward the 
group . 

"Yeah Ruffnut?" She asked. 

_So _that _was the beautiful woman who I saw at the meeting. 

_** (Author note: You thought the blonde-haired-beautiful woman was 
Astrid didn't you?! HAHAHAHA!)** The captain thought. 

She looked at the guy staring at her, his mouth agape, and smiled a 
flirty grin. "Well, Grrowwll." Ruffnut said, making the captain 
blush . 

"Ruffnut, focus. What did you want to tell me?" Astrid said, snapping 
the nut out of her trance with the captain. 

"Oh, right. Anyway, Tuffnut is roughhousing with somebody and I can't 
get him to stop. I don't have my mace because I left it back on Berk, 
so there wouldn't be any fun in it." 

Astrid sighed. "Let's go break it up." 

Ruffnut led Astrid, Richard, and Hiccup to where Tuffnut and a man 
were wrestling in the middle of a large crowd. 

"You half-brained, idiotic, stupid, destruct ivea€ | " 

"don't forget dunce, ignoramus, dolt, halfwita€|" Tuffnut was 
throwing insults at himself now instead of the stranger. 

"SHUT UP FOR JUST TWO SECONDS!" 

Two seconds lateraC | "Okay, now what?" 

"UGHH ! " 


"Tuffnut, stop IT!" Ruffnut shouted at the same time Richard shouted, 
"Martin, stop IT!" 

"What? Who's Mart in/Tuff nut ? My twin brother." They said in unison, 
and stared at each other's eyes a little longer than one usually 
would . 

"Whoah." Again, in unison 



End 
f ile . 



